Return  this  book  on  or  before  the 
Latest  Date  stamped  below.  A 
charge  is  made  on  all  overdue 
books. 

University  of  Illinois  Library 


npr  -6  1948 

iJ  — ^ j 


M32 


HOME  SONGS 


A COLLECTION  OF 

FAVORITE  SONGS 
HYMNS  AND  ROUNDS 
FOR  THE  FIRESIDE 


ARRANGED  FOR 

MIXED  VOICES 


BOSTON 

OLIVER  DITSON  COMPANY 

NEW  YORK  CHICAGO  PHILADELPHIA 

C.  H.  DITSON  & CO.  LYON  & HEALY  J.  E.  DITSON  & CO. 


Copyright,  mcmvi,  by  Oliver  Ditson  Company 


THE  OLD  SONGS 


H7  5Z 


<3 

<*) 


✓ 


I WANT  to  hear  the  old  songs, 

The  songs  I used  to  hear, 

When  every  day  brought  happiness, 

And  Fancy  flouted  fear ; 

When  sunset’s  glory  ever  new, 

Foretold  a morn  more  bright  — 

I want  to  hear  the  old  songs, 

Oh,  sing  me  one  to-night. 

I want  to  hear  the  old  songs, 

No  trilling,  no  roulade, 

Where  music  dons  her  lace  and  gems 
And  trips  in  masquerade. 

But  give  to  me  the  simple  strain 
That  seeks  the  heart  outright, 

And  nests  within  its  deepest  part  — 

Ah,  sing  me  one  to-night. 

I want  to  hear  the  old  songs, 

Their  names  I need  not  tell; 

The  quaint  old  names  mean  naught  to  you, 
But  I can  feel  their  spell. 

Each  one,  a key,  can  ope  to  me 
The  garden  of  delight 
That  blossomed  in  my  vanished  youth  : 

Oh,  sing  me  one  to-night. 

I want  to  hear  the  old  songs  — 

I never  hear  them  now  — 

The  tunes  that  cheer  the  tired  heart 
Aijd  smooth  the  care-worn  brow. 

Heard  in  the  twilight’s  dreamy  hour, 

Best  suited  to  their  flight, 

Each  cadence  like  a blessing  falls  — 

Ah,  sing  me  one  to-night. 

I want  to  hear  the  old  songs, 

The  gentle  lullabies 
That  reft  me  of  my  weariness, 

And  closed  my  childish  eyes  ; 

The  fabled  music  of  the  spheres 
Beside  those  strains  would  blight. 

The  dear  old  songs  my  mother  sang  — 

Oh,  sing  me  one  to-night. 

Samuel  M inturn  Peck. 

By  permission  of  the  author. 
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thou?  One  year  back  this  e - ven,  And  thou  wert  by  my  side;  One 

chill;  I’ve  sought  thee  in  for  - est,  I’m  look  - ing  heav’n-ward  now;  I’ve 
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And  thou  wert  by  my  side; 
I’m  look  - ing  heav’n ward  now; 
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star  - shine 
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Robert  Burns  Scotch  Air 


~ | ^ m .J  _J— ■ IS  | — i 

— arl 

i m 

W-2-  i * 1 

r™-*' 

H 

\ ^ S^'  ± 

auld  ac  - qnaint-ance  be  for  - got,  And  days  of  auld  lang  syne? 
wan  - der’d  mony  a wea  - ry  foot  Sin’  auld  lang  syne, 

seas  be  - tween  us  braid  ha’e  roared  Sin’  auld  lang  syne, 

tak’  a cup  o’  kind -ness  yet,  Sin’  auld  lang  syne. 

For  auld  lang 

For  auld  lang 

For  auld  lang 

For  auld  lang 

E"= 1 b m f • f r m H 

= 1 

- jCJ'A 

| H = 

L i* — j_ 

-5  |L 

BE  KIND  TO  THE  LOVED  ONES  AT  HOME 


Isaac  B.  Woodbury 
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BELIEVE  ME,  IF  ALL  THOSE  ENDEARING  YOUNG  CHARMS 


Thomas  Moore  Air,  “ My  lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground  ” 


fair  - y gifts  fad  - ing  a - way,  . . Thou  wouldst  still  r be  a - dored,  as  this 

time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear,  . Oh,  the  heart  that  has  tru  - ly  loved 


round  the  dear  ru  - in,  each  wish  of  my  heart,  Would  en -twine  it  - self  ver-dant  - ly  still.  . 

sun  - flow  - er  turns  on  her  god  when  he  sets,  The  same  look  that  she  gave  when  he  rose.  . 
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BEN  BOLT 


Thomas  Dunn  English 
n Semplice 


Nelson  Kneass 


j%FR 


m= 


1.  Oh ! don’t  you  re-mem-ber  sweet  A1  -ice,  Ben  Bolt,  Sweet  A1  - ice  whose  hair  was  so  brown,  Who 

2.  — Un  - der  the  hick  - o - ry  tree,  Ben  Bolt,  Which  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  To  - 

3.  And  don’t  you  re-mem-ber  the  school, Ben  Bolt,  With  the  mas-ter  so  kind  and  so  true,  And  the 

4.  There  is  change  in  the  things  I loved,  Ben  Bolt,  They  have  changed  from  the  old  to  the  new;  But  I 
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wept  with  de-light  when  you  gave  her  a smile,  And  trembled  with  fear  at  your  frown?  In  the 
geth  - er  we’ve  lain  in  the  noon  - day  shade,  And  list- ened  to  Ap  - pie  - ton’s  mill.  The  mill- 
sha  - ded  nook  by  the  run  - ning  brook,  Where  the  fair-est  wild  flow’rs  grew?  Grass 

feel  in  the  depths  of  my  spir-it  the  tr uth, There  nev-er  was  change  in  . . you.  Twelve 
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old  church-yard,  in  the  val-  ley,  Ben  Bolt,  In  a cor  - ner  ob  - scure  and  a - lone,  They  have 

wheel  has  fall  - en  to  pie  -ces,  Ben  Bolt,  The  raft  - ers  have  turn  - bled  in,  And  a 

grows  on  the  mas  - ter’s  grave,  Ben  Bolt,  The  spring  of  the  brook  is  . . dry,  And  of 

months  twen  - ty  have  past,  Ben  Bolt,  Since  first  we  were  friends — yet  I hail  Thy 
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fit-  ted  a slab  of  the  granite  so  gray,  And  sweet  Al-  ice  lies  un  - der  the  stone,  They  have 

qui-et  that  crawls  round  the  walls  as  you  gaze,  Has  followed  the  old  - en  din,  And  a 

all  the  boys  who  were  schoolmates  then,  There  are  on  - ly  you  and  I,  And  of 

presence  a bless -ing,  thy  friendship  a truth,  Ben  Bolt  of  the  salt-  - sea  gale,  Thy 
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fit-  ted  a slab  of  the  gran-ite  so  gray,  And  sweet  Al  - ice  lies  un  - der  the  stone, 

qui  - et  that  crawls  round  the  walls  as  you  gaze,  Has  fol-lowed  the  old  - en  din. 

all  the  boys  who  were  school  - mates  then,  There  are  on  - ly  you  and  I. 

pres-ence  a bless  - ing,  thy  friend-ship  a truth,  Ben  Bolt,  of  the  salt  - sea  gale! 
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BID  ME  GOOD-BYE 
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F.  E.  Weatherly  F.  Paolo  Tosti 

Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 

, False  lente.  Con  espress  a tempo. 
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BID  ME  GOOD-BYE 
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THE  BLUE  JUNIATA 


Mrs.  M.  D.  Sullivan 
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1.  Wild  roved  an  In  - dian  girl,  Bright  A1  - fa  - ra  - ta, 

2.  Gay  was  the  moun-tain  song  Of  bright  A1  - fa  - ra  - ta, 

3.  “ Bold  is  my  war  - rior  good,  The  love  of  A1  - fa  - ra  - ta, 

4.  So  sang  the 


» "W i Ph 


In  - dian  girl,  Bright  A1  - fa  - ra  - ta, 


vv  uere  sweep  uie 
Where  sweep  the 
Proud  waves  his 
Where  sweep  the 
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wa  - ters  of  the  blue  Ju  - ni  - a - ta. 

wa  - ters  of  the  blue  Ju  - ni  - a - ta. 

snow  - y plume  a - long  the  Ju  - ni  - a - ta. 
wa  - ters  of  the  blue  Ju  - ni  - a - ta. 


Swift  as  an  an  - te  - lope, 

Strong  and  true  my  ar  - rows  are, 

Soft  and  low  he  speaks  to  me,  And 

Fleet-ing  years  have  borne  a - way  The 
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Thro’  the  for-est  go-ing,  Loose  were  her  jet  - ty  locks,  In  wa  - vy  tress -es  flow-ing. 

In  my  paint-ed  quiv-er,  Swift  goes  my  light  ca  - noe  A - down  the  rap  - id  riv  - er. 

then  his  war-cry  sounding,  Rings  his  voice  in  thun-der  loud, From  height  to  height  re  - sounding, 
voice  of  A1  - fa  - ra  - ta,  Still  sweeps  the  riv  - er  on,  Blue  Ju  - ni  - a - ta. 
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BILLY  BOY 


IT 


Edward  L.  White 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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Oh 
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where 

have 

you 

been, 

Bil 

- iy 

boy, 

Bil 

- iy 

boy? 

Oh, 

. . 

2. 

Did 

she 

bid 

you 

to 

come 

in, 

Bil 

- ]y 

boy, 

Bil 

- iy 

boy? 

Did 

she 

3. 

Did 

she 

set 

for 

you 

a 

chair, 

Bil 

- iy 

boy, 

Bil 

- iy 

boy? 

Did 

she 

4. 

Can 

she 

make 

a 

cher 

- ry 

pie, 

Bil 

- ly 

boy, 

Bil 

- iy 

boy? 

Can 

she 

joy  . . of  my  life;  She’s  a young  thing,  and  can  - not  leave  her  moth  - er. 

dim  - pie  in  her  chin;  She’s  a young  thing,  and  can  - not  leave  her  moth  - er. 

ring  - lets  in  her  hair;  She’s  a young  thing,  and  can  - not  leave  her  moth  - er. 

cat  can  wink  her  eye;  She’s  a young  thing,  and  can  - not  leave  her  moth  - er. 
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Is  she  often  seen  at  church,  Billy  boy,  Billy  boy  ? 
Is  she  often  seen  at  church,  charming  Billy  ? 

Yes,  she’s  often  seen  at  church 
With  a bonnet  white  as  birch ; 

She’s  a young  thing,  and  cannot  leave  her  mother. 

6  How  tall  is  she,  Billy  boy,  Billy  boy  ? 

How  tall  is  she,  charming  Billy  ? 

She’s  as  tall  as  any  pine, 

' And  as  straight  as  a pumpkin  vine ; 

She’s  a young  thing,  and  cannot  leave  her  mother. 


7 Are  her  eyes  very  bright,  Billy  boy,  Billy  boy  ? 
Are  her  eyes  very  bright,  charming  Billy  ? 

Yes,  her  eyes  are  very  bright, 

But  alas,  they’re  minus  sight; 

She’s  a young  thing,  and  cannot  leave  her  mother. 

8 How  old  is  she,  Billy  boy,  Billy  boy  ? 

How  oid  is  she,  charming  Billy  ? 

She’s  three  times  six,  four  times  seven, 
Twenty-eight  and  eleven ; 

She’s  a young  thing,  and  cannot  ieave  her  mother. 
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THE  BRIDGE 


H.  W.  Longfellow  M.  Lindsay 
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hour,  And  the  moon  rose  o’er  the  cit  - y,  Be  - hind  . the  dark  church  tow’r;  And 

care,  And  the  bur  - then  laid  up  - on  me,  Seem’d  great-er  than  I could  bear.  But 
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flood  of  thoughts  came  o’er . . me,  That  filled  my  eyes  . with  tears.  How 

on  - ly  the  sor  - row  of  oth  - ers,  Throws  its  shad  - ow  o - ver  me;  Yet  when  - 
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Can  - ter  - bur  - y,  To  laugh  and  dance  and  to  be  mer  - ry. 
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THE  BLUE-BELL  OF  SCOTLAND, 


Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 


Andante 
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1.  Of  all  flowers  in  Scot  - land,  I’d  choose  the  dear  Blue  - hell,  Of  all  flowers  in 

2.  Its  form  too  has  mu  - sic,  I oft  - en  hear  _ it  ring,  Its  form  too  has 

3.  Its  hue  is  the  hue  of  those  beam-ing,  bon  - nie  eyes — Its  hue  is  the 

4.  A Blue  - bell  thou  gav’st  me  when  we  were  forced  to  part — A Blue  - bell  thou 
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land, 
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oft  - en  hear  it,  ring ; Eore  - tell  - ing  joy  un  - cloud  - ed,  which 

of  truth  and  of 
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plain -ly  seems  to  tell  Of  the  one  that’s  a - far  and  to  say  he  loves  me 

fu  - ture  days  may  bring : Oh  ye  birds  sing  - ing  yon  - der,  of  those'  sweet  days  ye 

love  that  nev  - er  dies,  Yet  they  still  look  to  Scot  - land  from  far  - off  for  - eign 

wear  it  near  my  heart,  There  I keep  it  and  fan  - cy  that  near  me  still  thou 


well. 
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art. 
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1 Oh!  where,  tell  me  where  is  your  Highland  laddie  gone? 

Oh ! where,  tell  me  where  is  your  Highland  laddie  gone  P 
He’s  gone  with  streaming  banners  where  noble  deeds  are  done, 
And  it’s  oh ! in  my  heart  I wish  him  safe  at  home, 

He’s  gone  with  streaming  banners  where  noble  deeds  are  done, 
And  it’s  oh ! in  my  heart  I wish  him  safe  at  home. 


2 |j : Oh ! where,  tell  me  where  did  your  Highland  laddie  dwell : j| 

|j:  He  dwelt  in  bonnie  Scotland,  where  blooms  the  sweet  blue  bell,  :|| 
li : And  it’s  oh ! in  my  heart  I lo’e  my  laddie  well.  :!l 

8 || : Oh ! what,  tell  me  what  does  your  Highland  laddie  wear  ? : || 

|| : A bonnet  with  a lofty  plume,  and  on  his  breast  a plaid, : || 

II ! And  it’s  oh  ! in  my  heart  I lo’e  my  Highland  lad.  ;! 

|| : Oh ! what,  tell  me  what  if  your  Highland  lad  be  slain  P : j| 

»:  Oh ! no ! true  love  will  be  his  guard  and  bring  him  safe  again,  : 
: For  it’s  oh  ! my  heart  would  break  if  my  Highland  lad  were  slain. : 
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“ Bride  of  Venice  ” Sir  Julios  Benedict 

Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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THE  CAMPBELLS  ARE  COMING 

Old  Scotch  Air.  Adapted  by  Finley  Dun 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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Camp  - bells  are  com  - in’,  O ho,  O ho!  1.  Up  - on  the  Lo  -monds  I 


2.  The  great  Ar  - gyle  he 

3.  The  Camp  - bells  they  are 


I 


lay,  I lay,  Up  - on  the  Lomonds  I lay,  I lay;  I look  - ed  down  to 

goes  be  - fore,  He  makes  his  can  - non  loud  - ly  roar;  Wi’  sound  of  trum  - pet, 
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• B.  R.  Hanby 
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THE  DEAREST  SPOT  IS  HOME 
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Andante  con  moto 
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DO  THEY  MISS  ME  AT  HOME 


Caroline  A.  Mason  S.  M.  Grannis 
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Edward  Oxenford  Milton  Wellings 


Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 

Andante  moderato 
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DREAMING  OF  HOME  AND  MOTHER 


J.  P.  Oedwat 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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1.  Dream -ing  of  home,  dear  old  home!  Home  of  my  child  - hood  and  moth  - er;  . 

2.  Sleep,  halm  - y sleep,  close  mine  eyes,  Keep  me  still  think  - ing  of  moth  - er;  . 

3'.  Child  - hood  has  come,  come  a - gain,  Sleep  - ing,  I see  my  dear  moth  - er;  . 
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Oft  when  I wake  ’tis  sweet  to  find,  I’ve  been  dream-ing  of  home  and  moth  - er.  . . 

Hark!  ’tis  her  voice  I seem  to  hear,  Yes,  I’m  dream-ing  of  home  and  moth  - er.  . . 

See  her  loved  form  be  - side  me  kneel,  While  I’m  dream-ing  of  home  and  moth  - er.  . . 
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Home,  dear  home,  child-hood’s  hap- py  home!  When  I played  with  sis  - ter  and  with  broth -er;  . . 
An  - gels  come,  sooth-ing  me  to  rest,  I can  feel  their  pres-ence  and  none  oth  - er;  . . 
Moth  - er  dear,  whis  - per  to  me  now,  Tell  me  of  my  sis  - ter  and  my  broth  - er;  . . 
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’Twas  the  sweet-est  joy  when  we  did  roam  O - ver  hill  and  thro’  dale  with  moth  - er.  . . 

For  they  sweet  - ly  say  I shall  be  blest  With  bright  vis  - ions  of  home  and  moth -er.  . . 

Now  I feel  thy  hand  up  - on  my  brow,  Yes,  I’m  dream  - ing  of  home  and  moth  - er.  . . 
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Dream-ing  of  home,  dear  old  home,  Home  of  my  child- hood  and  moth-er, 
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Oft  when  I wake,  ’tis  sweet  to  find,  I’ve  been  dream-ing  of  home  and  moth  - er.  . . 
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DRINK  TO  ME  ONLY  WITH  THINE  EYES 

Ben  Jonson,  (1573-1637) 


^ p Very  smoothly  and  rather  slow  ^ 


Old  English  Air  (also  attributed  to  Mozart) 
Arranged  by  W.  A.  F. 
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1.  Drink  to  me  on  - ly  with  thine  eyes,  And  I will  pledge  with  mine,  . . 

2.  I sent  thee  late  a ro  - sy  wreath,  Not  so  much  hon  - ’ring  thee,  . . 


lf§^ 


JLm. 


i 


j 


sees: 


E-if — % 


f=f 


m 


^ jk, 

I -f»  — ^ s 1 — —]S 

rrfV' 1 

/ . k u P P P J 

Ti  — i — * “P^ “1 

J 



If  v* " J J J p 

n __  ^ — n 

gz 3 — 3 — 3 — -3 

* r * T"  • 

Cj-  * ' 

But  might  I of  Jove’s  nec  - tar  sip  I would  not  change  for  thine. 

Since  when  it  grows  and  smells,  I swear,  Not  of  it  - self  but  thee. 
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EVER  OF  THEE 


Foley  Hall 

G Linley  Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 

Moderate 


. 35 

FAREWELL  FOR  EVER 

H.  B.  Farnie  Michael  Connelly 
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FLOW  GENTLY,  SWEET  AFTON 


Robert  Burns 
Andante  con  moto 
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1.  Flow  gen  - tly,  sweet  Af  -ton,  a - mang  thy  green  braes;  Flow  gen  - tly,  I’ll  sing  thee 

2.  How  loft  - y,  sweet  Af  - ton,  thy  neigh  -bor  - ing  hills,  Far  marked  with  the  cours  - es 

3.  Thycrys  - tal  stream,  Af  - ton,  how  love  - ly  it  glides,  And  winds  by  the  cot  where 
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song  in  thy  praise;  My  Ma-ry’s  a - sleep  by  thy  mur-mur- ing  stream, Flow  gen  - tly,  sweet 
clear-wind  - ing  rills;  There  dai  - ly  I wan-der,  as  morn  ris  - es  high,  My  flocks  and  my 

Ma  - ry  re  - sides!  How  wan- ton  thy  wa-ters  her  snow  - y feet  lave,  As  gath-’ ring  sweet 
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Af  - ton,  dis  - turb  not  hei 
Ma  - fy’s  sweet  cot  in  my 
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Ye  wild  whist  - ling  black-  birds  in  yon  thorn-y  den,  Thou  green-crest  - ed 

Where  wild  in  the  wood- lands  the  prim-ros-es  blow!  There  oft,  as  mild 

Flow  gen  - tly,  sweet  riv  - er,  the  theme  of  my  lays:  My  Ma  - ry’s  a - 
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. . ? A* 

u i r 

ri  ^ 

w r 

- r 

r r_ m 

L_  _ 

4*. £ 

_trr  ij 

: tut  ! ! r 

L 

i m 

I 

4_  L pr 

L m. 

Jm » w— 

J II 

i f 

■ r 

L 

PL  i — — 

1 L r 

_L L L 

L II 

1 tr tar  tar  m 

L t 

m.  r L 

ML L 



IJ 

■K  [ i i 

1 

r 1 

r i » < 

37 


FORSAKEN 


Lento  z — 


Thomas  Koschat 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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Melody  in  Alto 

1.  For  - sa  - ken,  for  - sa  - ken,  for  - sa  - ken  am  I;  Like  the  stone  in  the  cause- way,  My 

2.  A mound  in  the  church-yard,  that  blos-soms  hang  o’er;  It  is  there  my  love  sleep  - eth ; To 
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weep  there,  Oh,  my  love,  loved  for  years;  And  kneel-ing  I weep  there,  Oh,  my  love, loved  for  years, 
turn  - eth,  I’m  for  - sa  - ken  in  - deed;  And  there  my  heart  turn  -eth,  I’m  for  - sa  - ken  in  - deed. 
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GAILY  THE  TROUBADOUR 


Thomas  Haynes  Bayley 


1.  Gai  - ly  the  Trou  - ba-dour  touch’d  his  gui  - tar,  When  he  was  hast  - en  - ing  home  from  the  war; 

2.  She  for  the  Trou  - ba-dour  hope  - less  - ly  wept;  Sad  - ly  she  thought  of  him  when  oth  -ers  slept; 

3.  Hark! ’twas  the  Trou-ba-dour  breath -ing  her  name;  Un  - der  the  bat  - tle-ment  soft  - ly  he  came; 
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Sing  - ing  “From  Pal  - es-tine,  hith  - er  I come;  La  - dy  love,  la  - dy  love,  wel-come  me  home.’ 

Sing  - ing,  “ In  search  of  thee  would  I might  roam;  Trou  -ba-  dour,  Trou-ba-dour,  come  to  thy  home.’ 

Sing-  ing, “From  Pal  - es-tine,  hith  - er  I come;  La  - dy  love,  la  - dy  love,  wel-come  me  home.’ 
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GOOD-BYE,  SWEETHEART. 


J.  L.  Hatton 


Andante  con  moto 
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1.  The  bright  stars  fade,  the  morn  is  break-  ing,  The  dew-  drops  pearl  each  bud  and  leaf;  And 

2.  The  sun  is  up,  the  lark  is  soar  - ing,  Loud  swells  the  song  of  chan  - ti-cleer;  The 
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I from  thee  my  leave  am  tak  - ing,  With  bliss  too  brief,  with  bliss  too  brief,  with 

lev  - ’ret  bounds  o’er  earth’s  soft  floor  - ing,  Yet  I am  here,  yet  I am  here,  yet 
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too  brief.  How  sinks  my  heart  with  fond  a - larms,  The  tear  is  hid  - ing 

am  here.  For  since  night’s  gems  from  heav’n  did  fade,  And  morn  to  flo  - ral 
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in  mine  eye,  For  time  doth  thrust  me  from  thine  arms,  Good- bye,  sweet-heart,  good-bye!  Good  - 
lips  doth  hie,  I could  not  leave  thee,  though  I said,  Good-  bye,  sweet-heart,  good  - bye ! Good  - 
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GOOD  NIGHT,  FAREWELL 


Moderate  quasi  animato 


Friedrich  Wilhelm  Kucken 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 


1.  Good  -night,  fare-well,  my  own  true  heart,  A thou-sand  times  good -night!  Each  thought  of  thee  bids 

2.  I see  thy  heart  re  - fleet  - ed  by  A star  with -in  the  stream,  It  shines  forth  from  thy 
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o’er  me  dark-’ning  clouds  I see,  Thy  love  guides  me  a - far.  . . Fare -well,  n 

look  my  heart  will  e’er  en  - trance, And  ren  - der  ev  - er  blest.  . Fare  - well,  n 

1 dim.  U,  | ..  it—  pjd  cres. 

P 

iy 

iy 

: 

^ 2 

- r 

p P 

^ • ns  s 

SL_ 

h r 

— 1 

_u_  , L. 

— i— — 

- ---X  P 

t — , « 1 i — G 

-'ft 

r 

_L  

£2  p. 

£2  p_ 

rv — i ^ 

r . 

l'  1 

l 





. LI LI 

t s— -? 

k 1 r r i r i ^ 1 r 

Copyright,  mcmvi,  by  Oliver  Ditson  Company 


40 


GOOD  NIGHT,  LADIES 


Sostenuto 


Good-night,  la- dies! 
Fare-well,  la- dies! 
Sweet  dreams, la-  dies! 


^ # k ' I k _ 

Good-night,  la-dies!  Good-night,  la-dies!  We’re  going  to  leave  you  now. 
Fare-well,  la-dies!  Fare-well,  la-dies!  We’re  going  to  leave  you  now. 
Sweet  dreams, la-dies!  Sweet  dreams, la-dies,  We’re  going  to  leave  you  now. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH  TARA’S  HALLS 


Thomas  Moore  Molly  A store 
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1.  The  harp  that  once  thro’  Ta  - ra’s  halls  The  soul  of  mu  - sic  shed;  Nowhangs  ; 

2.  No  more  to  chiefs  and  la-dies  bright  The  harp  of  Ta  - ra  swells;  The  chord 
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glo  - ry’s  thrill  is  o’er,  And  hearts  that  once  beat  high  for  praise  Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more, 

on  - ly  throb  she  gives  Is  when  some  heart,  in  - dig-nant,  breaks, To  show  that  still  she  lives. 
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HAS  SORROW  THY  YOUNG  DAYS  SHADED 

Thomas  Moore 

Simply  and  tenderly 


Melody  adapted  by  Sir  J.  A.  Stevenson,  M.D. 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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1.  Has  sor  - row  thy  young  days  shad  - ed,  -As  clouds  o’er  the  morn -ing  fleet?  Too 

2.  Has  love  to  that  soul  so  ten  - der  Been  like  our  La  - ge  - nian  mine,  Where 

8.  Has  Hope,  like  the  bird  in  the  sto  - ry,  That  flit  - ted  from  tree  to  tree  With  the 
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THE  HEART  BOWED  DOWN 


Michael  W.  Balfe 
From  “ The  Bohemian  Girl” 


Larghetto  cantabile 
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1.  The  heart  bowed  down  by  weight  of  woe,  To  weak  - est  hopes  will  cling,  To 
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1.  ’Tis  years  since  last  we  met,  And  we  may  not  meet  a - gain;  I have 

2.  At  the  first  sweet  dawn-  of  light,  When  I gaze  up  - on  the  deep,  Her  . . 

3.  I have  sailed  ’neath  a - lien  skies,  I have  trod  the  des  - ert  path;  I have 
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strug  - gled  to  for  - get,  But  the  strug  - gle  was  in  vain;  For  her  voice  lives  on  the 

form  still  greets  my  sight,  While  the  stars  their  vig  - ils  keep;  When  I close  mine  ach  - ing 

seen  the  storm  a - rise  Like  a gi  - ant  in  his  wrath:  Ev  - 'ry  dan  - ger  I have 
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* spir  - it  comes  at  will;  In  the  mid  - night  on  the  seas,  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still, 

dreams  my  sens  - es  fill;  And  from  sleep  when  I a - rise,  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still, 

reck-  less  life  can  fill;  Yet  her  pres  - ence  is  not  flown,  Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still. 
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HOME  AGAIN 


Marshall  S.  Pike 
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how  I’m  once  a -gain  with  those  Who  kind  - ly  greet  me  home.  Home  a -gain,  Home  a -gain, 

death  a - lone  can  break  the  tie  That  binds  my  heart  to  home.  Home  a - gain,  Home  a - gain, 

I can  live  a hap  - py  life  With  those  I love  at  home.  Home  a - gain,  Home  a - gain, 
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HOME,  HOME,  CAN  I FORGET  THEE 


1.  Home,  home,  can  I for  - get  thee,  Dear,  dear,  dear  - ly  loved  home?  No,  no,  «tiU  I re - 

2.  Home,  home,  why  did  I leave  thee,  Dear,  dear  friends,  do  not  mourn. Home,  home,  once  more  re  - 
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HOME,  SWEET  HOME 


John  Howard  Payne 


Sir  Henry  Bishop 


1.  ’Mid  pleas 

2.  I . gaze 

3.  An  ex 


ures  and  pal  - a - . ces  though  we  may  roam, 
on  the  moon  as  I tread  the  drear  wild, 
ile  from  home,  splen-  dor  daz  - zles  in  vain ; 
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hal  - low  us  there,  Which,  seek  thro’  the  world,  is  ne’er  met  with  else -where, 

own  cot  - tage  door,  Thro’  the  wood  - bine  whose  fra  - grance  shall  cheer  me  no  more. 


came  at  my  call;  Give  me  them,  and  that  peace  of  mind,  dear  - er  than  all. 
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Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home,  There’s  no  place  like  home,  Oh,  there’s  no  place  like  home. 
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HOW  CAN  I LEAVE  THEE 


Andante  con  moto 


Thnringian  Folk  Song 
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I CANNOT  SING  THE  OLD'  SONGS 


Mrs.  Charlks  Barnard  (Claribkl) 
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I LOVE  MY  LOVE 

Charles  Mackat  * Ciro  Pinsuti 

Allegro  moderate  - 
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joy  - oils  thrush,  Up  in  the  wal  - nut  tree?  What  says  thy  song?  What  says  thy  song? 
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care’s  des  - pite,  To  join  in  cho  - rus  free,  The  hap  - py  words,  The  hap  - py  words! 

- _ _ / 


50 


I LOVE  MY  LOVE 


IN  THE  SWEET  BY  AND  BY 
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S.  Fillmore  Bennett 
With  feeling 


Joseph  P.  Webster 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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1.  There’s  a land  that  is  fair  - er  than  day,  And  by  faith  we  may  see  it  a 

2.  We  shall  sing  on  that  beau  - ti  - ful  shore,  The  me  - lo  - di  - ous  songs  of  the 

3.  To  our  boun  - ti  - ful  Fa  - ther  a - bove  We  will  of  - fer  the  trib  - ute  of 
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far,  For  the  Fa  - ther  waits  o - ver  the  way,  To  pre-pare  us  a dwell  - ing- place  there, 

blest,  And  our  spir  - its  shall  sor  - row  no  more,  Not  a sigh  for  the  bless  - ings  of  rest, 

praise,  For  the  glo  - ri  - ous  gift  of  His  love,  And  the  bless- ings  that  hal  - low  our  days! 
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In  the  sweet  by  and  by,  We  shall  meet  on  that  beau  - ti  - ful 

In  the  sweet  by  and  by,  We  shall  sing  on  that  beau  - ti  - ful 

In  the  sweet  by  and  by,  We  shall  praise  on  that  beau  - ti  - ful 

In  the  sweet  by  and  by. 
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1.  In  the  gloam-ing  oh,  . my  dar  - ling!  when  the  lights  are  dim  and  low,  And  the  qui  - et 

2.  In  the  gloam-ing  oh,  .my  dar  - ling!  think  not  bit  - ter  - ly  of  me!  Though  I passed  a 
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I WOULD  THAT  MY  LOVE 


From  the  German  of  H.  Heine  Felix  Mendelssohn 
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hear  it  at  ev  - ’ry  mo 


Sei 


es,  They’d  waft  it  a - way  in  sport,  I’d 
ment,  And  hear  it  ev  - ’ry- where,  Should’st 

cres.  ares. 
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give  it  the  mer  - ry  breez  - es,  They’d  waft  it  a - way  in  sport,  a - way  in 

hear  it  at  ev  - ’ry  mo -ment,  And  hear  . . it  ev  - ’ry  - where,  and  ev  - ’ry 
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pp  sempre 
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slum  - ber  have  closed  thine  bright  heav’nly  beams, 
mPP  sempre 
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Still  there, my  love,  it  will  haunt  thee, 
cres. 
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Robert  Burns 


Air  — Old  Scottish 
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* 1.  John  An  - der-son,  my  jo,  John, when  na  - tnre  first  be  - gan 

2.  John  An  - der-son,  my  jo,  John,  ye  were  my  first  con-ceit, 

3.  John  An  - der-son,  my  jo,  John,  when  we  where  first  ac- quaint, 

4.  John  An  * der  - son,  my  jo,  John,  We’ve  clamb  the  hills  the  gith-er, 
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To  try  her  can  - nie 

I think  nae  shame  to 

Your  locks  were  like  the 
And  mo  - ny  a can  - ty 
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hand,  John,  Her  mas  - ter  work  was  man;  And  you  a-mangthem  a’,  John,  Sae  trig  frae 

own,  John,  I lo’ed  ye  ear’  and  late,  They  say  ye’re  turn-ing  auld,  John,  And  what  tho’ 

rav-en,  John,  Your  bon  - nie  brow  was  brent;  But  now  your  brow  is  bald,  John,  Your  locks  are 

day,  John,  We’ve  had  wi’  ane  - a - nither  ; Now  we  maun  tot -ter  down,  John,  But  hand  in 
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toe, 

Ye 

proved  to 

be  nae 

jour  - ney-work, 

John 

An  - der  - son, 
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it 

be 

so  ? 

You’re 

aye  the 

same  guid 

man  to 

me, 

John 

An  - der  - son, 

my 

jo. 

like 

the 

snow, 

Yet 

bless-ings 

on  your 

frost  - y 

pow, 

John 

An  - der  - son, 

my 

jo. 

hand  we’ll 

go, 

And 

sleep  the  - 

■ gith-er 

at  the 

foot, 

John 

An  - der  - son, 

my 

jo. 

# The  1st  and  2d  Verses  only  are  by  Burns,  the  others  by  William  Reid. 
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JUANITA 


Mrs.  Norton 

Andante  Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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Chairs  to  mend, old  chairs  to  mend ; rush  or  cane  bot-tom, old  chairs  to  mend, old  chairs  to  mend.  New 
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rags,  an-y  old  rags?Take  money  for  your  old  rags?Any  hare  skins, or  rab- bit  skins? 
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Con  moto 
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Michael  W.  Balfe 
Arranged  by  N.  Clifford  Page 
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1.  By  Kil  - lar  - ney’s  lakes  and  fells,  Em’ -raid  isles,  and 

2.  In  - nis  - fal  - len’s  ru  - in’d  shrine  May  sug-gest  a 

3.  No  place  else  can  charm  the  eye  With  such  bright  and 

4.  Mu  - sic  there  for  Ech  - o dwells,  Makes  each  sound  a 


wind  - ing  bays,  Moun  - tain  paths,  and 
pass  - ing  sigh,  But  man’s  faith  can 
va  - ried  tints  ; Ev  - ’ry  rock  that 
har  - mo  - ny  ; Man  - y-voiced  the 
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you  pass  by,  Ver  - dure  broi  - ders  or  be-sprii 

cho  - rus  swells,  Till  it  faints  in  ecs  - ta  - cy 
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rs  ; Boun  - teous  na-ture  loves  all  lands; 
j ; Cas  - tie  Lough  and  Gle  - na  bay, 
its  ; Yir  - gin  there  the  green  grass  grows, 
r ; With  the  charm-ful  tints  be  - low, 
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KATHLEEN  MAVOURNEEN 


Frederick  N.  Crouch 


KATHLEEN  MAVOURNEEN 
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2.  Kath-leen  Ma-vour-neen ! a-wake  from  thy  slum-bers;  The  blue  mountains  glow  in  the  sun’s  gold-en  light;  Ah! 
mf 
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where  is  the  spell  that  once  hung  on  my  num-bers?  A - rise  in  thy  beau-  ty,  thou  star  of  my 

cres. 
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LAST  NIGHT 

English  text  by  Theodore  Marzials, 

after  German  translation  by  Chr.  Winther,  from  the  Swedish 
Andantino  ^ 


Halfdan  Kjerulf 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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1.  Last  night  the  night-in  - gale  woke  me,  Last  night  when  all  was  still,  . . It 

2.  I think  of  you  in  the  day  - time,  I dream  of  you  by  night ; I 

3.  Oh,  think  not  I can  for  - get  you ; I could  not,  though  I would ; I 
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sang  in  the  gold  - en  moon  - light,  From  out  .... 

wake  and  would  you  were  here,  love,  And  tears  . . . 

see  you  in  all  a - round  me,  The  stream,  . . 


the  wood  - land  hill.  I 
are  blind-ing  my  sight.  I 
the  night,  the  wood,  The 


p 


§ 


J: 


mm 


/ 


3= 


$=59* 


Ss 


o - pened  my  win  - dow  so  gen  - tly,  I looked  on  the  dream  - ing  dew,  . . And 

hear  a low  breath  in  the  lime  tree,  The  wind  is  float  - ing  through,  And 

flow  - ers  that  slum-ber  so  gen  - tly,  The  stars  a - bove  the  blue;  . . Oh! 
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oh  ! the  bird,  my  darl-ing,  Was  sing  - ing,  sing  - ing 

oh!  the  night,  my  darl-ing,  Was  sigh  - ing,  sigh  - ing 

heav’n  it  - self,  my  darl-ing,  Is  pray  - ing,  pray -ing 
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of 

for 

for 


you,  of  you. 

you,  for  you. 

you,  for  you. 
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* The  small  notes  (Alto  and  Tenor)  in  last  three  measures  may  be  sung  if  preferred. 
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THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER 

Irish  Air 


The  Groves  of  Blarney 
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1.  ’Tis  the  last  rose  of  sum-mer,  Left  bloom  - ing  a - lone;  All  her  love 

2.  I’ll  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one,  To  pine  on  the  stem,  Since  the  love 

3.  So  soon  may  I fol- low,  When  friend  - ships  de  - cay,  And  from  love’ 
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- ly  are 
s shin  - ing 


THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER 
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pan  - ions  Are  fad  - ed-  and  gone ; No  flow  - er  of  her  kin  - dred,  No 

sleep  - ing,  Go  sleep  thou  with  them ; Thus  kind  - ly  I . . . scat  - ter  Thy 

cir  - cle  The  gems  drop  a - way  ; When^  true  hearts  lie  . . with-ered,  And 
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rose-bud  is  nigh, 

leaves  o’er  the  bed, 

fond  ones  are  flown, 
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To  re -fleet  back  her  blushes,  Or  give  . 

Where  thy  mates  of  the  gar-den  Lie  scent 

Oh,  who  would  in  - hab  - it  This  bleak 
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A LITTLE  FARM  WELL  TILLED 

(CATCH) 
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ger  farm  well  tilled,  A 
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lar  - ger  house  well  filled,  But  a tall  - er  wife  well 
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like 


the  farm  well  tilled,  And  I like  the  house  well  filled, 
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willed  give  me, 


give 


me. 


short  wife, 


short 


wife, 
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willed  give  me,  give  me. 


A tall  wife, 
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all  give  me,  give  me. 


No  wife  at  all, 
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LISTEN  TO  THE  MOCKING  BIRD 


Alice  Hawthorne 
( Septimus'  Winner  ) 
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For  the  thought  of  her  is  one  th 
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the  val  - ley,  the  val  - ley,  She’s  sleep  - ing  in  the  val  - ley,  And  the 

Sep  - tem  - ber,  Sep  - tem  - ber,  ’Twas  in  the  mild  Sep  - tem  - ber,  And  the 

for  - sak  - en,  for  - sak  - en,  I feel  like  one  for  - sak  - en,  Since  my 
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mock  - ing  bird  is  sing  -ing  where  she  lies.  Lis  - ten  to  the  mock-  ing  bird,  Lis  - ten  to  the 

mock  - ing  bird  was  sing  -ing  far  and  wide. 

Hal  - lie  is  no  long  - er  with  me  now. 
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mock -ing  bird,  Lis -ten  to  the  mock  - ing  bird,  Still  sing-ing  where  the  weep- ing  wil- lows  wave 
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LITTLE  BROWN  JUG 


Allegretto 


Eastburn  ( J.  E.  Winner) 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 


1.  My  wife  and  I lived  all  a - lone,  In 

2.  Tis  you  who  makes  my  friends,  my  foes,  ’Tis  . 

3.  When  I go  toil  - ing  to  my  farm,  I 

4.  If  all  the  folks  in  A - dam’s  race,  Were 

5.  If  I’d  a cow  that  gave  such  milk,  I’d  . 

6.  The  rose  is  red,  my  nose  is,  too,  The  . 
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lit  - tie  log  hut  we 

you  who  makes  me 

take  lit  - tie  “Brown  Jug” 

gath  - ered  to  - geth  - er 

clothe  her  in  the 

vi  - o - let’s  blue,  and 
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our  own;  — 

old  clothes;  — Hear 

un  - der  my  arm;  I 

in  one  place;  Then  I’d 

est  silk;  I’d  feed 

are  you ; And  yet 


wear 


fin 

so 


She  loved  gin, 
you  are 

place  it  un  - der 
pre  - pare 
her  on 

I guess 


and 


so  near  my 

a sha  - dy 

to  shed  a 

the  choic  - est 

be  - fore  I 


loved  rum, — I 
nose,  So 
tree,  — 

tear,  Be  - 

hay,  And 
stop,  We’d 
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tell  you  what,  we’d  lots  of  fun. 

tip  her  up  and  down  she  goes. 

Little “ Brown  Jug” ’tis  you  and  me. 
fore  I’d  part  from  you,  my  dear, 

milk  her  for  - ty  times  a day. 

bet  - ter  take  an  - oth  - er  drop. 


Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  and  me,  “Lit  - tie  Brown  Jug  ’’don’t 
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A LIFE  ON  THE  OCEAN  WAVE 


Epes  Sargent 
/ Allegro 


Henry  Russell 
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1.  A life  on  the  o - cean  wave,  A home  on  the  roll  - ing  deep,  Where  the 

2.  Once  more  on  the  deck  I stand  Of  my  own  swift  - glid  - ing  craft,  Set  sail ! 

8.  The  land  is  no  lon-ger  in  view,  The  clouds  have  be  - gun  to  frown,  But  with 
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scat  - tered  wa  - ters  rave,  And  the  winds  their  rev  - els  keep  ! Like  an  ea  - gle  caged,  I 
fare  - well  to  the  land,  The  gale  fol  - lows  far  a - baft:  We  shoot  thro’  the  spark  - ling 

a stout  ves-sel  and  crew,'  We’ll  say,  let  the  storm  come  down  r And  the  song  of  our  heart  shall 
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LONG,  LONG  AGO 


Thomas  Haynes  Bayley 
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1.  Tell  me  the  tales  that  to  me  were  so  dear,  Long,  long  a - go,  Long,  long  a - go; 

2.  Do  you  re -mem  - her  the  path  where  we  met,  Long,  long  a - go,  Long,  long  a - go; 

3.  Though  by  your  kind  - ness  my  fond  Ijopes  were  raised  Long,  long  a - go,  Long,  long  a - go; 
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Sing  me  the  songs  I de  - light  - ed  to  hear,  Long,  long  a - go,  long  a - go. 

Ah,  yes,  you  told  me  you  ne’er  would  for  - get,  Long,  long  a - go,  long  a - go. 

You,  by  more  el  - o - quent  lips  have  been  praised,  Long,  long  a - go,  long  a - go>. 
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Now  you  are  come,  all  my  grief  is  re-moved,  Let  me  for  - get  that  so  long  you  have  roved,. 
Then,  to  all  oth  - ers  my  smile  you  pre-ferr’d,  Love,  when  you  spoke, gave  a charm  to  each  word, 
But  by  long  ab  - sence  your  truth  has  been  tried,  Still  to  your  ac -cents  I lis  - ten  with  pride. 
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Let  me  be  - lieve  that  you  love  as  you  ;loved,  Long,  long  a - go,  long  a - go. 

Still  my  heart  treas  - ures  the  prais  - es  I heard,  Long,  long  a - go,  long  a - go. 

Blest  as  I was  when  I sat  by  your  side,  Long,  long  a - go,  long  a - go. 
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Friedrich  Silcher,  (1789-1860) 
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1.  I know  . . not  what  it 

2 The  most  beau  - ti  - ful  maid  is 
3.  It  seiz  - es  with  wild 
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I am 

so  sad  . . 

to  - 

day;  . . . 
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gend 

of 

for 
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so  won 

drous 
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jew  - els 

are 

boat  - man 
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his 
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not 
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Will  not  from  my  thoughts 

She  is  comb  ing  her  gold 

He  gaz  - es  a - lone  on 
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air  . . is  cool  and  it  dar  - kies,  The  Rhine  flows  calm  - ly  on,  ...  . The 

gold  - en  comb  she  combs  it,  And  sings  a song  there  - by,  ....  That 

soon  will  the  waves  en  - gulf  them,  Both  boat  and  boat  - man  strong,  . . . For 
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peak  of  the  moun  - tain  spar  - kies  In  the  glow  of  the  eve  - ning  sun.  . . 

thrills  with  its  mys  - tic  mean  - ing,  1 And  pow  - er  - ful  mel  - o - dy.  . . 

thus  in  her  toils  hath  she  bound  them,  The  . . Lore  - ley  with  her  song.  . 
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MASSA’S  IN  DE  COLD,  COLD  GROUND 


Poco  lento 


Words  and  music  by  Stephen  C.  Foster 
Arranged  by  N.  Clifford  Page 
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1.  Round  de  mead-  ows  am  a ring  - ing  De  dark  - ies’  mourn  - ful  song,  While  de 

2.  When  de  au  - tunm  leaves  were  fall  - ing, When  de  days  were  cold,  ’Twas  hard  to 

3.  Mas  - sa  make  de  dark -ies  love  him,  — Cayse  he  was  so  kind,  Now,  dey 
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mock-ing  bird  am  sing  - ing,  Hap  - py  as  de  day  am  long.  Where  de  i - vy  am  a - 

hear  old  mas-sa  call  - ing,  Cayse  he  was  so  weak  and  old.  Now  de  or- ange  trees  am 

sad-ly  weep  a - bove  him,  Mourn-ing  cayse  he  leave  dem  behind.  I can  - not  work  be  - fore  to- 
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creep  - ing,  O’er  de  grass  - y mound,  Dare  old  mas  - sa  am  a sleep  - ing, 

bloom  - ing,  On  de  sand  - y shore,  Now  de  sum  - mer  days  am  com  - ing, 

mor  - row,  Cayse  de  tear-drop  flow;  I try  to  drive  a - way  my  sor  - row, 
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THE  MIDSHIPMITE 


Fred.  E.  Weatherly 
Con  spirito 


Stephen  Adams 
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1.  ’Twas  in  fif  - ty  - five,  on  a win-ter’s  night,  Cheer-i  - ly,  my  lads,  yo 

2.  We  launched  the  cut  - ter  and  shoved  her  out,  Cheer -i  - ly,  my  lads,  yo 

3.  “I’m  done  for  now;  good  - bye!”  says  he,  Stead -i  - ly,  my  lads,  yo 


ho ! We’d 
ho ! The 
ho!  “You 
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make  for  the  boat,  nev-er  mir 
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as  in  sight,  When  up  comes  a lit  - tie  Mid  - ship  - mite, 

rd  us  shout,  As  the  Mid  - dy  cried,  “Now, my  lads,  put  a - bout  !/’ 

Ld  for  me  !”  “We’ll  take  ’ee  back,  sir,  or  die,”  says  we, 
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Cheer-i  - ly,  my  lads,  yo  ho!  “Who’ll  go  a - shore  to  - night,”  says  he,  “An’ 

Cheer-i  - ly,  my  lads,  yo  ho  ! We  made  for  the  guns,  an’  we  ramm’d  them  tight,  But  the 

Cheer-i  - ly,  my  lads,  yo  ho  ! So  we  hoist  - ed  him  in,  in  a ter  - rible  plight,  An’  we 
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THE  MINSTREL  BOY 

Thomas  Moore  Arranged  by  Michael  W.  Balfe 
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MOLLIE  DARLING 


Moderate 

mf 


Written  and  composed  by  Will  S.  Hats 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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1.  Won’t  yon  tell  me,  Mol  - lie  dar  - ling,  That  you  love  none  else  but  me? 

2.  Stars  are  smil  - ling,  Mol  - lie  dar  - ling,  Thro’  the  mys  - tic  vail  of  night ; 

3.  I must  leave  you,  Mol  - lie  dar  - ling,  Tho’  the  part  - ing  gives  me  pain ; 
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tell  me,  dar-ling,  that  you  love  me,  Put  your  lit  - tie  hand  in  mine,  Take  my  heart, sweet  Mollie 

no  one  lis-tens  but  the  flow-ers,  While  they  hang  their  heads  in  shame,  They  are  mod-est,  Mollie 
good-night,  Mol-lie,  good-bye, loved  one,  Hap  - py  may  you  ev  - er  be,  When  you’re  dreaming,  Mollie 
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dar  - ling,  Say  that  you  will  give  me  thine.  Mol  - lie,  fair  - est,  sweet-est,  dear  - est, 

dar  - ling,  When  they  hear  me  call  your  name, 

dar  - ling,  Don’t  for  - get  to  dream  of  me. 
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MONARCH  OF  THE  WOODS 


J.  W.  Cherry 


ftp 

rously 

_j  | 

rt=d 

- >> 
J 

^====^=^ ? 

Prints1#1 

lx  lx  + * 

r=& 

i-4-i 

9 — 

9 — 

SPZ 3 * 

1.  Be-hold  the  monarch  of  the  woods ! Tire  might  - y old  oak  tree; 

2.  How  oft  the  monarch  of  the  woods,  Up  - on  a sum-mer’s  day, 
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He  braves  the  rag-ing  of  the 
Has  seen  the  mer-ry  children 
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storm,  On-  land  or  roll  - ing  sea;  He  waves  his  branches  deck’d  with  green, In  sum-mer’s  gold  -en 
sport,  And  ’neath  its  shad  - ow  play;From  youth  to  manhood  they  spring  up,  And  old  age  comes  at 
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And  i - vy  clothes  his  leaf  - less  form  Thro’  win  - ter’s  frost  and  snow;  King 

Then  green  grass  waves  up  - on  their  graves,  And  all  life’s  dreams  are  pastl  Yet 
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the  con-quer-or  of  all,  He  bold  - ly  doth  de  - fy,  For  green  and  heart-  y will  he 

• ger  grows  the  might -y  tree,  In  hale  and  heart  - y prime,  And  stands  the  monarch  of  the 
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stand 
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When  a - ges  have  gone  by. 

De  - fy  - ing  age  and  time. 
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Green  and  heart  - y,  green  and  heart  - y, 
Stands  the  mon  - arch  of  the  woods,  the 
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- y will  he  stand, When  a - ges  have  gone  by,  When  a - ges  have  gone  by. 

arch  of  the  woods,  De  - fy  - ing  age  and  time,  De  - fy  - ing  age  and  time. 
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MY  OLD  KENTUCKY  HOME 
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Words  and  Music  by  Stephen  C.  Foster 
Edited  and  Arranged  by  2V.  Clifford  Page 
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1.  The  sun  shines  bright  in  the  old  Ken-tuck -y  home,  ’Tis  sum-mer,  the  dark-ies  are 

2.  They  hunt  no  more  for  the  pos  - sum  and  the  coon, On  the  mead-ow,  the  hill  and  the 

3.  The  head  must  bow,  and  the  back  will  have  to  bend,  Wher  - ev  - er  the  dark  - y may 
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by  Hard  Times  comes  a knock-ing  at  the  door,  Then  my  old  Ken-tuck  - y home, Good-nigh 

j time  has  come  when  the  dark-ies  have  to  part,  Then  my  old  Ken-tuck  - y home, Good-nigh 

few  more  days  till  we  tot  - ter  on  the  road,  Then  my  old  Ken-tuck  - y home, Good-nigh 
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There’s  none  . 
’Tis  long  . 
Then  here’s 


like  Nan  - cy  Lee  I trow,  . 

e’er  we  come  back  I know,  . 

a health  be  - fore  we  go, 
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NO  ONE  TO  LOVE 


A.  H.  G.  Richardson 


W.  B.  Harvey 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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1.  No  one  to  love,  none  to.  ca  - ress,  Roam-ing  a - lone  through  this  world’s  wil-der  - ness, 

2.  In  dreams  a - lone,  loved  ones  I see,  And  well-known  voi  - ces  then  whis- per  to  me; 

3.  No  one  to  love,  none  to  ca  - ress,  None  to  re-spondto  this  heart’s  ten-der -ness  1 
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Sad  is  my  heart,  joy  is  un- known,  For  in  my  sor-row  I’m  weep  - ing  a - lone. 

Sigh-ing  I wake,  wak-ing  I weep;  Soon  with  the  loved  and  the  lost  I shall  sleep. 

Trust-ing  I wait ; God  in  His  love  Prom  - i - ses  rest  in  His  man  - sions  a - hove. 
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0 FAIR  DOVE ! 0 FOND  DOVE 
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Jean  Ingelow 
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1.  Me-thought  the  stars  were  blink  - ing  bright,  And  the  old  brig  - sails  un  - furled;  I 

2.  My  true  love  fares  on  this  great  hill,  Feed  - ing  his  sheep  for  aye;  I 
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Hark!  the  hell  is  ringing, 


Calling  us  to  sing-ing,  Hear  the  cheerful  lay  .Come,  come, come  away ! 
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Hark!  the  bell  is  ringing,  Calling  us  to  sing-ing,  Hear  the  cheerful  lay, Come, come, come  away ! 


b . ^ i Nf 

S N ^ 

z — — 

' ‘IS  IS 

Effi-- J"  * — 

3^3 

tt*— 

- -J  J-* 

1 — 1 — -1— 

-a#- 

_«L^H 

Hark! 


hark!  the  bell  is  ringing,  Call-ing  us  to  sing-ing,  Come, come, come, come  a-w ay! 


76 


OH,  WERT  THOU  IN  THE  CAULD  BLAST 


Robert  Burns  Pelix  Mendelssohn 
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Words  and  music  by  Stephen  C.  Foster 

Poco  adagio  Arranged  by  N.  Clifford  Page 
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THE  OLD  CABIN  HOME 

T.  Paine 

Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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THE  OLD  OAKEN  BUCKET 


Samuel  Woodworth  E.  Kiallmakk 
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Moderate  espress 


Stephen  C.  Foster 
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1.  Way  down  up  on  de  Swa  - nee  rib -her,  Far,  far  a - way,  Dere’s  wha’  my  heart  is 

2.  All  ’round  de  lit  - tie  farm  I wan-dered  When  I was  young,  Den  man  - y hap  - py 
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OLD  FOLKS  AT  HOME 
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Caroline  Keppel,  1750 
^Expression 


ROBIN  ADAIR 
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Scottish  Melody 
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1.  -What’s  this  dull  town  to  me?  Rob  - in’s 

2.  What  made  th’  as  - sem  - bly  shine?  Rob  - in 

3.  But  now  thou’rt  cold  to  me,  Rob  - in 


not  near.  What  was’t  I wished  to  see, 

A - dair.  What  made  the  ball  so  fine? 

A - dair.  But  now  thou’rt  cold  to  me, 
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ROCKED  IN  THE  CRADLE  OF  THE  DEEP 

Emma  Willard,  1832 
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ROCK  ME  TO  SLEEP,  MOTHER 

Elizabeth  Akers  Allen 
(Florence  Percy) 

Moderato.  With  expression  ^ 


Ernest  Leslie 
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'✓  Is! 

1.  Backward, turn  back-ward,  0 Time,  in  your  flight,  Make  me  a child  a - gain  just  for  to-night! 

2.  Tired  of  the  hoi  - low,  the  base,  the  un-true,  Moth-er,  O moth  - er,  my  heart  calls  for  you! 

3.  O-  ver  my  heart,  in  the  days  that  are  flown,  No  love  like  moth  - er-love  ev  - er  has  shone; 

4.  Come,  let  your  brown  hair,  just  light- ed  with  gold,  Fall  on  your  shoul  - ders  a -gain  as  of  old; 


> ' ' > " ' ss 

Mother,  come  back  from  the  ech  - o - less  shore,  Take  me  a - gain  to  your  heart  as  of  yore; 

Man  - y a sum  - mer  the  grass  has  grown  green,  Blossomed  and  fad  - ed  our  fa  - ces  be  - tween  ; 

No  oth  - er  wor  - ship  a -bides  and  en-dures, — Faithful,  un  - sel  - fish,  and  pa  - tient  like  yours ; 

Let  it  fall  o - ver  my  fore-head  to  - night,  Shad-ing  my  faint  eyes  a - way  from  the  light ; 
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Kiss  from  my  fore-head  the  fur  - rows  of  care,  Smooth  the  few  sil  - ver  threads  out  of  my  hair  ; 

Yet  with  strong  yearning  and  pas  - sion  - ate  pain,  Long  I to  - night  for  your  pres-ence  a - gain  ; 

None  like  a moth-er  can  charm  a - way  pain  From  the  sick  soul  and  the  world-wea-ry  brain ; 

For  with  its  sun  - ny-edged  shad-ows  once  more  Hap  - ly  will  throng  the  sweet  vi  - sions  of  yore  ; 
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Come  from  the 
Slumber’s  soft 
Lov-  ing  ly, 
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slum-bers  your  lov-ing  watch  keep  ; — Rock  me  to  sleep, moth-er, — rock  me  to  sleep. 

si-lence  so  long  and  so  deep; — Rock  me  to  sleep,  moth-er, — rock  me  to  sleep, 

calms  o’er  my  hea-vy  lids  creep; — Rock  me  to  sleep,  moth-er, — rock  me  to  sleep, 

soft-ly  its  bright  billows  sweep  ; — Rock  me  to  sleep,  moth-er, — rock  me  to  sleep. 
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wake  or  to  weep  ; Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother, — rock  me  to  sleep. 
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Con  spirito 


Godfrey  Marks 
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1.  Y’heave  ho!  . . my  lads,  the  wind  blows  free,  A pleas  - ant  gale  is  on  our 

2.  * The  sail  - or’s  life  is  bold  and  free,  His  home  is  on  the  roll  - ing 

3.  The  tide  is  flow  - ing  with  the  gale;  Y’heave  hoi  my  lads,  set  ev  - ’ry 
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brave  - ly  steer,  But  ere  we  part  from  Eng- land’s  shores  to  - night,  A song  we’ll 

on  . . the  wave;  A - far  he  speeds  in  dis  - tant  climes  to  roam,  With  jo  - cund 

home  so  dear,  Eor  when  the  tem  - pest  rag  - es  loud  and  long,  That  home  shall 
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sing  for  home  and  beau  - ty  bright.  Then  here’s  to  the  sail  - or,  and  here’s  to  the  hearts  so  true,  Who 
song  he  rides  the  spark-ling  foam, 
be  . . our  guid  - ing  star  and  song. 
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ma-ny  a storm  - y wind  shall  blow,  ere  Jack  comes  home  a - gain  ! Sail  - ing,  sail  - ing, 
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Let  us  go. 
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Sad  - ly  in  the  for  - est  mourn  - ing, 


THE  SOLDIER’S  FAREWELL 


m 


Translated  from  the  German  by  Louis  C.  Elson. 

Andante  ~ poco  rit. 

n — i — A 
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Johanna  Kinkel  ( 1810-1858  ) 

cres.  e poco  accel.  al f 
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1.  How  can  I bear  to  leave  thee?  One  part -ing  kiss  I give  thee;  And  then,  whate’er  be  - falls  me,  I 

2.  Ne’er  more  may  I be- hold  thee,  Or  to  this  heart  en-fold  thee;  With  spear  and  pen  -non  glanc-ing,  I 

3.  I think  of  thee  with  Iong-ing;  Think  thou,  when  tears  are  throng -ing,  That  with  my  last  faint  sigh  - ing,  I’ll 


Tempo  1.  tranquillo  e molto  espress  » f 


go  where  hon-or  calls  me.  Fare  - well,  fare-well,  my  own  true  love, Farewell, fare-well,  my  own  true  love, 
see  the  foe  ad-vanc-ing.  Fare  - well,  fare-well,  my  own  true  love, Farewell, fare-well,  my  own  true  love, 
whis-per  soft, while  dy  - ing,  Fare  - well,  fare-well,  my  own  true  love, Farewell, fare-well,  my  own  true  love. 
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SOME  DAY 


wel-come  you  may  give  to  me,  Or  will  your  words  be  sad  or  sweet;  It  may  not  be  till  years  havs 
know  not  who  the  blame  should  bear,  Or  who  should  plead  or  who  for  - give  ; But  when  we  meet  some  day, some 
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pass’d,  Till  eyes  are  dim  and  tress  - es  gray ; . The  world  is  wide — but,  love,  at 

day,  . Eyes  clear  - er  grown  the  truth  may  see,  . . And  ev  - ’ry  cloud  shall  roll  a - 
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last,  Our  hands, our  hearts, must  meet  some  day.  Some  day,  some  day,  some  day  I shall  meet  you, 
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STARS  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT 

SERENADE 

Henry  W.  Longfellow  Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 


SWEET  AND  LOW 

Alfred  Tennyson  Joseph  Barnby 
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Fa  - ther  will  come  to  his 
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Swing  low,  sweet  char  - i - ot,  . . Com  - mg  for  to  car  - ry  me  home, 
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Com  - ing  for  to  car  - ry  me  home. 
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1.  I looked  o - ver  Jor  - dan,  and  what  did  I see,  Com -ing  for 

2.  If  you  get  there  be  - fore  I do,  Com -ing  for 

3.  The  bright  - est  day  that  ev  - er  I saw,  Com  - ing  for 

4.  I’m  some  - times  up  and  some  - times  down,  Com -ing  for 
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home  ? A band  of  an  - gels  com-ing  af  - ter 

home,  Tell  all  my  friends  I’m  com  - ing 

home,  When  Je  - sus  wash’d  my  sins  a 

home,  But  still  my  soul  feeh  heav-en  - Ay 
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me,  Com-ing  for  to  car  - ry  me  home, 

too,  Com-ing  for  to  car  - ry  me  home, 

way,  Com-ing  for  to  car  - ry  me  home, 

bound,  Com-ing  for  to  car  - ry  me  home. 
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Moderato 


Mrs.  Charles  Barnard 
(Claribel  ) 
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1.  Take  back  the  heart  that  thou  gav  - est,  What  is  mine  an  - guish  to  thee! 

2.  Then  when  at  last  o - ver  - ta  - ken,  -Time  flings  its  fet  - ters  o’er  thee; 


t=t 


o-- 


$ 


m 


m 


mm 


is 


Leav  - mg  the  fet  - ters  to  me.  . . 

Come  back  a cap  - tive  to  me.  . . 
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Take  back  the  free  - dom  thou  era  - vest, 
Come  with  a trust  still  un  - shak  - en, 
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Take  back  the  vows  thou  hast  spo  - ken, 
Come  back  in  sad  - ness  or  sor  - row, 


Fling  them  a - side  and  be  free; 

Once  more  my  dar  -ling  to  be;  . 
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Drink  deep  of  life’s  fond  il 
Love  shall  re  - sume  her  do 
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min  - ion,  . Striv  - ing  no  more  to  be  free, 
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TAKE  ME  BACK  TO  HOME  AND  MOTHER 


Arthur  W.  French 
Andante 


William  A.  Huntley 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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Take  me  back  to  home  and  moth  er, 
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For  my  heart  is  fill’d  with  pain.  Take,  Oh! 
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On  - ly  take  me  back  a - gain. 
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take  me  back  to  moth  - er,  On  - ly  take  me  back  a - gain,  yes,  back  a - gain, 

moth  - er,  home  and  moth  - er, 
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take  me  home  to  moth  - er, 


TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND 
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Words  and  Music  by  Waltfr  Kittredge 
Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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on  the  old  Campground,  Give  us  a song  to  cheer  Our 
on  the  old  Camp  ground, Think-ing  of  days  gone  by,  Of  the 

on  the  old  Camp  ground,  Ma  - ny  are  dead  and  gone,  Of  the 

on  the  old  Camp  ground,  Ma  - ny  are  ly  - ing  near;  
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1.  We  are  tent  - ing  to-night 

2.  We’ve  been  tent  - ing  to-night 

3.  We  are  tired  of  . war 

4.  We’ve  been  fight-  ing  to-day 
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lov’d  ones  at  home  that  gave  us  the  hand, 

brave  and  . true  who’ve  left  their  . homes, 

Some  are  . dead  and  some  are  . dy  - ing, 


And  friends  we  love  so 

And  the  tear  that  said  “ Good 

Oth-ers  been  wound  - ed 

Ma  - ny  are  in 
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Ma  - ny  are  the  hearts  that  are  wea  - ry  to-  night,  Wish  - ing  for  the  war  to  cease ; 
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Ma  - ny  are  the  hearts  that  are  look  - ing  for  the  right  To  see  the  dawn  of  peace. 
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TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND 


p Last  verse  gradually  dying  away  to  ppp  (Rolds^  last  verse  only) 
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THEN  YOU’LL  REMEMBER  ME 


Words  and  Music  by  Michael  W.  Balfe 
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1.  When  oth  - er  lips  and  oth  - er  hearts  Their  tales  of  love  shall  tell,  In 

2.  When  cold  - ness  of  de  - ceit  shall  slight  The  beau  - ty  now  they  prize,  And 
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THERE’S  MUSIC  IN  THE  AIR 


Moderato  con  moto 


George  F.  Root 
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1.  There’s  mu  - sic  in  the  air  . When  the  in-fantmorn  is  nigh  And  faint  its  blush  is  seen 

2.  There’s  mu  - sic  in  the  air  . When  the  noontide’s  sul -try  beam  Re  - fleets  a gold  - en  light 

3.  There’s  mu  - sic  in  the  air  . When  the  twilight’s  gen  -tie  sigh  Is  lost  on  eve-ning’s  breast 
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On  the  bright  and  laugh  - ing  sky.  Man  - y a harp’s  ec  - stat  - ic  sound,  With  its  thrill  of 
On  the  dis  - tant  mo  un-tain  stream.  When  be-neath  some  grate  - ful  shade  Sor  - row’s  ach  - ing 

As  its  pen  - si ve  beau  - ties  die.  Then,  O then  the  loved  ones  gone  Wake  the  pure  ce  - 
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! les  - tial  song,  An  - gel  voi  - ces  greet  us  there  In  the  mu  - si 
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THREE  BLIND  MICE 

( ROUND  IN  FOUR  PARTS  ) 
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Three  blind  mice,  Three  blind  .mice,  See  how  they  run!  See  how  they  run!  They 
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ev  - er  you  see  such  a sight  in  your  life,  As  three  blind  mice. 
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THREE  FISHERS 


Charles  Kingsley  John  Hullah 

Andantino 


1.  Three  fish  - ers  went  sail  - ing  out  in  - to  the  west,  Out  . . . 

2.  Three  wives  . . sat  up  in  the  light  - house  tow’r,  And  they 

3.  Three  corp  - ses  lay  out  on  the  shin  - ing  sands,  In  the 


— r— -f— f— h 

— 

_p  _jn _|k 

- - 1 N 

fn\ to  to to  ! 

J P p P is  v 

(w  IV  v | | 

w— to to  _to  to  to^^to 

to  n J .J  J F 

J'*  N JH  J J 

^ £ 5*  % 

loved  him  the  best,  And  the  chil  - dren  stood  watch  - 

looked  at  the  show’ r,  And  the  night  rack  came  roll  - 
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THE  VACANT  CHAIR 


George  F.  Root 


Moderato  con  espress 
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1.  We  shall  meet,  but  we  shall  miss  him,  There  will  be  one  va  - cant  chair;  We  shall 

2.  At  our  fire  - side,  sad  and  lone  - ly,  Oft  - en  will  the  bos  - om  swell  At  re 

3.  True,  they  tell  us  wreaths  -of  glo  - ry  Ev  - er  more  will  deck  his  brow,  But  this 
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A WARRIOR  BOLD 


Stephen  Adams 


Edwin  Thomas 


Con  spirito 
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WHAT  IS  HOME  WITHOUT  A MOTHER 

Alice  Hawthorne 
(Septimus  Winner) 

Moderato  espress  , . Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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1.  What  is  home  with  - out  a moth  - er  ? What  are  all  the  joys  we  meet ; . . . 

2.  Things  we  prize  are  first  to  van  - ish"^  Hearts  we  love  to  pass  a - way ; . . . 

3.  Old  - er  hearts  may  have  their  sor  - rows,  Griefs  that  quick-ly  die  a - way  ; . . . 
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oh  I how  few  are  childhood’s  pleasures,  When  her  gen  - tie,  gen  - tie  care  is  gone  ! 

some -times  ere  we  learn  to  know  her,  She  hath  breath’d  on  earth,  on  earth  her  last, 

oh  1 how  dark  is  life  a - round  us  ! What  is  home  with  - out, without  her  there. 
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WHEN  THE  CORN  IS  WAVING 


Charles  Blamphin 


'i i , j j»  j „ _ ^ i i 

|N 

irgjiTi  n i . | 

zj  m 

1 a 

n 

! 

/[  "fl!  i J 1 

m 

.mm  j JB  ^ 

j Nf  ! 

j mx  0.0 

rrv  tt  i *i  9 J 

5 J ii* 

cJ,  « 9 

J J 

• A J J 

J P 

P 9 9^ * 
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WHEN  THE  SWALLOWS  HOMEWARD  FLY 


Franz  Abt 

Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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WHEN  YOU  AND  I WERE  YOUNG 

- J.  A.  Butterfield 

Arranged  by  A.  La  J&eda 
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1.  I wan  - dered  to  - day 

2.  A cit  - y 


to  the  hill,  Mag  - gie,  To  watch  the  scenes  be  - 
lent  and  lone,  Mag  - gie,  Where  the  young  and  the  gay  and  the 
3.  They  say  I am  fee  - ble  with  age,  Mag  - gie,  My  steps  are  less  spright  - ly  than 
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low;  The  creek  and  the  creak  - ing  old  mill,  Mag  - gie,  As  we  used  to  long  a 

best,  In  pol  - ished  white  man  -sions  of  stone,  Mag  - gie,  Have  each  found  a place  of 

then,  My  face  is  a well  - writ  - ten  page,  Mag  - gie,  But  time  a - lone  was  the 
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The  green  grove  is  gone  from  the  hill,  Mag  - gie,  Where  first  the  dai  - sies 

Is  built  where  the  birds  used  to  play,  Mag  - gie,  And  join  in  the  songs  that  were 

They  say  we  are  a - ged  and  gray,  Mag  - gie,  As  spray  by  the  white  break-ers 
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sprung;  The  creak  - ing  old  mill  is  . . still,  Mag  - gie,  Since  you  and  . I were  young, 

sung;  For  we  sang  as  gay  as  . . they,  Mag  - gie,  When  you  and  . I were  young, 

flung;  But  to  me  you’re  as  fair  as  you  were,  Mag  - gie,  When  you  and  . I were  young. 
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And  now  we  are  a - ged  and  gray,  Mag  - gie,  And  the  tri  - als  of  life  near  - ly 
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Let  us  sing  of  the  days  that  are  gone,  Mag-  gie, When  you  and  I were  young. 
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done,  Let  us  sing. 
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WITHIN  A MILE  OF  EDINBORO’ 

Thomas  D’Urfey,  1649 


James  Hook,  1746 


mm 


1.  ’Twas  with  - in  . . a . . mile  of . . Ed  - in  - bo  - ro’  town,  In  the 

2.  Jock  - ie  was  . a . wag  that  . 3 nev  - er  wad  . . wed,  Though 

3.  But  . . when  he . . vowed  he  wad  make  her  his  bride,  Though  his 
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ro  sy  . . time  . of  the  year, 

lang  he  had  fol  - low’d  the  lass ; 

flocks  and  . herds  . were  not  few, 


Sweet  flow  - ers  bloom’d,  and  the 

Con  - tent  - ed  she  earn’d  and  ate 

She  . gie’d  him  her  . hand  and  a 
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grass  was  down,  And  each  shepherd  woo’d  his  . . dear, 

her  brown  bread,  And  mer-ri-ly  turn’d  up  the  grass, 
kiss  be  - side,  And  vowed  she’d  for-ev  - er  be  true. 


Bon  - nie  Jock  - ie,  blithe  and  gay, 
Bon  - nie  Jock  - ie,  blithe  and  free, 
Bon  - nie  Jock  - ie,  blithe  and  free, 
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Kissed  young  Jen  - nie  mak  - ing  hay;  The  las  - sie  blush’d,  and  frown  - ing  cried,  “Na, 

Won  her  heart  right  mer  - ri  - ly ; Yet  still  she  blush’d,  and  frown  - ing  cried,  “Na, 

Won  her  heart  right  mer  - ri  - ly ; At  kirk  she  no  more  frown  - ing  cried,  “Na, 
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George  P.  Morris 


WOODMAN,  SPARE  THAT  TREE 


Henry  Russell 
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1.  Wood -man,  spare  that  tree!  . Touch  not  a sin  - gle  hough;  In  youth  it  shel  - tered 

2.  That  old  fa  - mil  - iar  tree,  . Its  glo  - ry  and  re  - nown  Are  spread  o’er  land  and 

3.  When  but  an  i - die  boy,  . I sought  its  grate-  ful  shade;  In  all  their  gush  - ing 

4.  My  heart-strings  round  thee  cling, . Close  as  thy  bark,  old  friend!  Here  shall  the  wild -bird 
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joy, . 
sing, 


And  I’ll  pro-tect  it  now; 
And  would’st  thou  hew  it  down? 
Here,  too,  my  sis  - ters  played; 
And  still  thy  branch- es  bend. 


’Twas  my  fore  - fa 
Wood  - man,  for  - bear 
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thy  stroke! 
My  moth  - er  kissed  me  here;  . 

Old  tree,  the  storm  thou’lt  brave, . 
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placed  it  near  his  cot,  There,  wood-man,  let  it  stand,  Thy 

not  its  earth-bound  ties;  Oh!  spare  that  a - ged  oak,  Now 

fa  - ther  pressed  my  hand,  For  - give  this  fool  - ish  tear,  But 

wood-man, leave  the  spot;  While  I’ve  a hand  to  save,  Thy 


axe  shall  harm  it  not! 
tow  - ’ring  to  the  skies, 
let  that  old  oak  stand! 
axe  shall  harm  it  not! 
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AMERICA 


(MY  COUNTRY,  TIS  OF  THEE) 

First  sung  in  Park  Street  Church , Boston , July  4,  1832 


Samuel  Francis  Smith 


Attributed  to  Henry  Carey 


1.  My  coun-try,  ’tis  of  .thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  - er 

2.  My  na  - tive  coun  - try, thee,  Land  of  the  no  - ble 

3.  Let  mu  - sic  swell  the  breeze,  And  ring  from  all  the 

4.  Our  fa  - thers’  God,  to  Thee,  Au  - thor  of  lib  - er 


- ty,  Of  thee  I sing;  Land  where  my 

free,  Thy  name  I love;  I love  thy 

trees  Sweet  Freedom’s  song;  Let  mor  - tal 

- ty,  To  Thee  we  sing;  Long  may  our 


fa  - thers  died, Land  of  the  Pil- grim’s  pride, From  ev  - 
rocks  and  rills,  Thy  woods  and  tern  - pled  hills;  My  heart 
tongues  a - wake,  Let  all  that  breathe  par- take,  Let  rocks 
land  be  bright, With  freedom’s  ho  - ly  light,  Pro  - tect 


’ry  moun  - tain  side  Let  free-  dom  ring, 
with  rap  - ture  thrills, Like  that  a - bove. 
their  si  - lence  break, The  sound  pro- long, 
us  by  Thy  might, Great  God, our  King. 
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THE  AMERICAN  HYMN 

(SPEED  OUR  REPUBLIC) 

Words  and  Music  by  Matthias  Keller  ( 1813-1890) 

I 4 t 


1.  Speed  our  re  - pub  - lie, 


Fa  - ther  on  high!  Lead 


in 

path  - ways 

of 

to 

arms  when 

a 

to 

die  in 

hu 

4.  Rise  up,  proud  ea  - gle,  rise  up 


/ 


|e 


£ 


to  the  clouds,  Spread  thy  broad  wings  o’er  this 

^^=t=SS=£^ 


f 


m 


r 


r 


ores. 


f 


-®!- 


f ^ 


jus  - tice  and  right; 

roused  by  its  call; 

man  - i - ty’s  cause  — 

fair  west  - ern  world! 


■ I | uy  oo. 

I mfs>  - JL  JSL  + 


Rul  - ers  as  well  as  the 

Still  as  of  yore,  when  George 

Thus  we  de  - fy  all  ty  - 

Fling  from  thy  beak  our  dear 

cres. 


ruled,  “ One  and  all,” 

Wash  - ing  - ton  led, 

ran  - ni  - cal  pow’r, 
ban  - ner  of  old  — 


J. 


m 


m=& 


-K 


// 


it 


r 


i 

Gir  - die  with  vir  - tue  the  ar  - mor  of  might! 

Thun-ders  our  war  cry: “We  con  - quer  or  fall!” 

While  we  con  - tend  for  our  Un  - ion  and  laws ! 

Show  that  it  still  is  for  free  - dom  un-furl’d! 


Hail! 

Hail! 

Hail! 

Hail! 

jjg. 


three  times  hail  to  our 

three  times  hail  ' to  our 

three  times  hail  to  our 

three  times  hail  to  our 


t=t= 
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mf  Chorus 
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cres. 
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coun  - try  and  flag!  Rul  - ers  as  well  as  the  ruled,  “One 

coun  - try  and  flag!  Still  as  of  yore,  when  George  Wash-ing 

coun  - try  and  flag!  Thus  we  de  - fy  ail  ty  - ran  - ni  ■ 

coun  - try  and  flag!  Fling  from  thy  beak  our  dear  ban  - ner 

mfJ  cres- 


and  all,” 
ton  led, 
cal  pow’r, 
of  old, 


Gir  - die  with 
Thun-ders  our 
While  we  con  - 
Show  that  it 


F 


ia^: 


ff 
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£S 
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r 


vir  - tue 
war  cry,“ 
tend  for 
still  is 


the  ar  - mor  of  might!  Hail, 

We  con  - quer,  or  fall!”  Hail, 

our  Un  - ion  and  laws!  Hail, 

for  free -dom  un- furled!  Hail, 


three  times 
three  times 
three  times 
three  times 


a 


// 


hail 

hail 

hail 

hail 


our  coun  - try 
our  coun  - try 
our  coun  - try 
our  coun  - try 


and  flag! 
and  flag! 
and  flag! 
and  flag! 


1 


i 


t=t 
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Julia  Ward  Howe 
Allegretto 


BATTLE-HYMN  OF  THE  REPUBLIC 

Air  “John  Brown’s  Body  ” 

41 


I t t 


1.  Mine  . eyes  have  seen  the  glo  - ry 

2.  I have  seen  Him 

3.  I have  read  a 

4.  He  has  sound  - ed 

5.  In  the  beau  - ty 


jpd2zzi=t=t 


of  the  com  - ing  of  the 
in  the  watch  - fires  of  a hun  - dred  cir  - cling 

fie  - ry  gos  - pel,  writ  in  bur  - nished  rows  of 

forth  the  trum  - pet  that  shall  nev  - er  call  re  - 

of  the  lil  - ies,  Christ  was  born  a - cross  the 

J*  J4  N 


Lord  ; 
camps 
steel ; 
treat : 


He  is 
; They  have 
“ As  ye 
He  is 
With  a 


£ 


fet=g 
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5 


m 


5 
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49 49— 


tramp  - ling  out 
build  - ed  Him 
deal  with  my 
sift  - ing  out 
glo  - ry  in 


the  vin  - tage  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored  ; He  hath 

an  al  - tar  in  the  eve  - ning  dews  and  damps ; I can 

con  - tern  - ners,  so  with  you  my  grace  shall  deal ; Let  the 

the  hearts  of  men  be  - fore  his  judg  - ment  seat  f Oh,  be 

his  bos  - om  that  trans  - fig  - ures  you  and  me ; As  He 


£ 
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:t==^=t 


£ 
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S : > fe- 
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2E3 


: : ; 
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loosed  the  fate  - f ul  light  - ning  of  His  ter  - ri  - ble 

i;ead  his  right  -eous  sen  - tence  by  the  dim  and  flar  ■ 

He  - ro,  born  of  wo  - man, crush  the  ser  - pent  with 

swift,  my  soul,  to  an  - swer  Him ! be  ju  - bi  - lant, 

died  to  make  men  ho  - ly,  let  us  die  to  make 


swift  sword,  His 
. ing  lamps,  His 
his  heel,  Since 
my  feet ! Our 
men  free,  While 


truth 

day 

God 

God 

God 


is  march- 
is  march- 
is  march- 
is  march - 
is  march- 


ing on. 
ing  on. 
ing  on.1 
ing  on. 
ing  on. 


io 
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Chorus 
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Glo  - ry  ! glo  - ry  ! Hal  - le  - lu  - jah  ! Glo 


P P-r^2 P rP- 


ry  ! glo  - ry  ! Hal  - le  - lu 


jah  ! 
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Glo  - ry  ! glo  - 

ry  ! 

Hal  - le  ■ 

■ lu  - 

jah  ! His 

truth 

is  march  - ing 

on. 
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GLORY,  GLORY  HALLELUJAH 

1 || : John  Brown’s  body  lies  a mould’ring  in  the  3 [|:He’s  gone  to  be  a soldier  in  the  army  of  the 
His  soul  is  marching  on.  [grave,  :||  His  soul  is  marching  on.  [Lord!  :|| 


The  stars  of  Heaven  are  looking  kindly  down, : j 
On  the  grave  of  old  John  Brown. 


| : John  Brown’s  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his 
His  soul  is  marching  on.  [back,  :|| 


5 || : His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, : | 
And  they’ll  go  marching  on. 
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COLUMBIA,  THE  GEM  OF  THE  OCEAN 


(THE  RED,  WHITE,  AND  BLUE) 

Words  and  Music  by  David  T.  Shaw 
Arranged  by  N.  Clifford  Page 


Moderato  con  spirito 


'0 


1.  O Co  - lum-bia  ! the  gem  of  the  o-cean,  The  home  of  the  brave  and  the 

2.  When  war  winged  its  wild  des  - o - la-tion,  And  threatened  the  land  to  de  ■ 

3.  “Old  Glo  -ry”  to  greet, now  come  hith-er,  With  eyes  full  of  love  to  the 


IZ0. 


-^—0- 


free,  The 

form,  The 

brim ; May  the 


I 


■M 


f 


V— i^- 


* * 


-rS 


5 


s 


shrine  of  each  pa-triot’sde  - vo-tion, 
ark  then  of  free-dom’sfoun- da-tion, 
wreaths  of  our  he  - roes  ne’er  with-er, 


*- * p#- 


A . . 
Co  - 
Nor  a 

* 


world  of  - fers  horn  - age  to  thee.  Thy 
lum  - bia,  rode  safe  thro’  the  storm ; With  her 
star  of  our  ban  - ner  grow  dim  ; May  the 


P 


Ef 


i 2 


tc 
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Three  cheers  for 
Three  cheers  for 
Three  cheers  for 


the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 


I 

Three  cheers  for 
Three  cheers  for 
Three  cheers  for 


U*  £ 

the  Red,  White,  and 
the  Red,  White,  and 
the  Red, White,  and 


White  and  Blue, 
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COLUMBIA,  THE  GEM  OF  THE  OCEAN 


cres. 


Blue, 

Blue, 

Blue, 


* 

Thy  ban-ners  makes  ty-ran-ny  tremble,  Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White, and  Blue. 
With  her  flag  proud-ly  float-ing  be-fore  her,  Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White, and  Bine. 
The  Ar  - my  and  Na-  vy  for  - ev  - er,  Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Bine. 
cres. 

IS  IS-*- 


White  and  Blue, 


DIXIE’S  LAND 


Allegro 

’■/m 


Dan  D.  Emmett 
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* 
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1.  i 

2.  Old 

3.  His 

4.  Now 

5.  Dar’s 


i/ 

was 
mar 
sharp 
health 
buck  - wheat  cakes 


wish  I 
Mis  - sus 
face  was 
here’s  a 


in  de  land  ob  cot  - ton,  Old  times  dar 

ry  . v “Will  - de  - wea  - ber,”  Wil  - lium  was 

as  a butch  - er’s  clea  - ber, 

to  the  next  old  Missus,  And 


But  dat  did 


all 


an’ 


de  girls 
rou  fat 


am 

a 

not 

dat 
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ifep 

not 

for  - got  - ten,  Look  - a - 

way, 

Look  - a - way  ! 

Look  - a - way  ! 

Dix  - ie 

Land. 

In 

gay 

de  - ceab  - er  ; Look  - a - 

way, 

Look  - a - way  ! 

Look  - a - way  ! 

Dix  - ie 

Land. 

But 

seem 

to  greab  ’er  ; Look  - a <■ 

way, 

Look  - a - way  ! 

Look  - a - way  ! 

Dix  - ie 

Land. 

Old 

want 

to  kiss  us  ; Look  - a - 

way, 

Look  - a - way  ! 

Look  - a - way  ! 

Dix  - ie 

Land. 

But 

lit  - 

tie  fat  - ter  ; Look  - a - 

way, 

Look  - a - way  ! 

Look  - a - way  ! 

Dix  - ie 

Land. 

Den 

mM 
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Dix 
when 
Mis  - 
if 

hoe 


k k 

ie  Land 
he  put 
sus  act  - 
you  want 
it  down 


whar  I was  born  in,  Ear  - ly  on  one  frost  - y morn-in’,  Look-a  - 

his  arm  a - round ’er,  He  smiled  as  fierce  as  a for-  ty  pound-er,  Look-a  - 

ed  the  fool-ish  part,  And  died  for  a man  dat  broke  her  heart,  Look-a  - 

to  drive ’way  sor  - row,  Come  and  hear  dis  song  to -mor-row,  Look-a  - 

an  scratch  your  grabble,  To  Dix  - ie’s  land  I’m  bound  to  trab-ble,  Look-a  - 


P~a — F — £=  - 

:a  C E 

r-T*T  f-- 

s5z  ^ m.  k k - 

K k k k £ 

-W- — * k k 

k k k k 

fc*  £ £ k 

Chorus 


DIXIE’S  LAND 


109 


HAIL!  COLUMBIA 

Origin  of  Hail ! Columbia.  — This  popular  National  Song  was  written  in  1798  by  Judge  Hopkinson.  At  that  period  a war 
with  France  was  thought  inevitable.  Party-spirit  ran  high  among  all  classes.  A theatre  was  open  in  Philadelphia,  and  a young 
man  who  had  some  talent  as  a singer  announced  his  benefit  on  its  boards.  He  was  acquainted  with  Judge  Hopkinson  and, 
discouraged  at  his  prospect  of  success,  called  on  him  on  Saturday  afternoon  and  stated  that  he  feared  a loss  instead  of  a bene- 
fit, but  that  if  he  could  get  a patriotic  song  adapted  to  the  tune  of  “The  President’s  March,”  then  quite  popular,  he  might 
depend  on  a full  house.  The  Judge  replied  that  he  would  try  to  furnish  one.  The  next  afternoon  the  young  man  came  again, 
and  the  song  was  handed  him.  It  was  announced  on  Monday  morning.  In  the  evening  the  theatre  was  crowded  to  excess, 
and  continued  to  be  night  after  night  through  the  entire  season— the  song  being  loudly  encored  and  repeated  many  times 
during  each  night,  the  audience  joining  in  the  chorus.  It  was  sung  at  night  in  the  streets  by  large  assemblies  of  citizens,  includ- 
ing Members  of  Congress,  and  found  favor  with  both  parties,  as  neither  could  disavow  its  sentiments. 


Text  adapted  to  “ The  President’s  March,”  by  Professor  Phyla 
(Which  was  first  played  when  Washington  came  to  New  York  to  be  inaugurated  in  1789.) 

Joseph  Hopkinson  New  arrangement  by  N.  Clifford  Page 

Maestoso  . i i 

, 1— 1 1==$: 


ms 
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■» ■#—3 


V ^ ^ f " I ~ + 

1.  Hail!  Co-lum  - bia,  hap  - py  land!  Hail!  ye  he  - roes, heav’n-born  band,  Who 

2.  Im  - mor  - tal  Pa  - triots,  rise  once  more!  De  - fend  your  rights,  de  - fend  your  shore;  Let 

3.  Sound,  sound  the  trump  of  fame!  Let  Wash  - ing  - ton’s  great  name  Ring 

4.  Be  - hold  the  chief  who  now  com -mands, Once  more  to  serve  his  coun  - tiy,  stands  The 


m 


fought  and  bled  in  free  - dom’s  cause,  Who  fought  and  bled  in  free  - dom’s  cause,  And 

no  rude  foe,  with  im  - pious  hand,  Let  no  rude  foe,  with  im  - pious  hand  In  - 

through  the  world  with  loud  ap  - plause!  Ring  through  the  world  with  loud  ap  - piause!  Let 

rock  on  which  the  storm  will  beat,  The  rock  on  which  the  storm  will  beat  I But 
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HAIL!  COLUMBIA 
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when  the  storm  of  war  is  gone,  En  - joyed  the  . . peace  your  val  - or  won;  Let 

vade  the  shrine  where  sa  - cred  lies,  Of  toil  . and  .blood,  the  well -earned  prize;  While 
ev  - ’ry  clime,  to  free  - dom  dear,  Lis  - ten  with  a joy  - ful  ear;  With 

armed  in  vir  - tue,  firm  and  true,  His  hopes  are  . . fixed  on  Heav’n  and  you;  When 
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In  - de  - pen  - dence  be  your  boast,  Ev  - er  mind  - ful  what  it  cost, 

off  - ’ring  peace,  sin  - cere  and  just,  In  heav’n  we  place  a man  - ly  trust,  T1 

e - qual  skill,  with  stead  - y pow’r,  He  gov  - erns  in  the  fear  - ful  hour  ( 

hope  was  sink  - ing  in  dis  - may,  When  gloom  ob  - scured  Co  - lum  - bia’s  day,  E 
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Ev  - er  grate  - ful  for  the  prize,  Let  its  al  - tar  reach  the  skies, 

truth  and  jus  - tice  may  pre  - vail,  And  ev  - ’ry  scheme  of  bond  - age  fail! 

hor  - rid  war,  or  guides  with  ease,  The  hap  - pier  time  of  hon  - est  peace. 

I stead  - y mind,  from  chang  - es  free,  Re  - solved  on  death  or  Lib  - er  - ty. 
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MARYLAND!  MY  MARYLAND 

James  R.  Randall  German  melody 

“ O Tannenbaum  ” 
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1.  Thou 

wilt 
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not 
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in  the  dust, 
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Ma  - ry-land! 

1 

m> 

r 

Me 

i 

- ry  - laud! 

2.  Thou 

wilt 

not 

yield 

the 

Yan  - dal  toll, 

Ma  - ry-land! 

my 

Ma 

- ry  - land! 

3.  I 

see 

no 

blush 

up  ■ 

■ on  thy  cheek, 

Ma  - ry-land! 

my 

Ma 

- ry  - land! 

4.  I 

hear 

the 

dis  - 

tant 

thun  - der  hum, 

Ma  - ry  - land ! 
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OUR  FLAG  IS  THERE 


This  song  was  written  by  an  officer  of  the  American  Navy  during  the  war  of  1812.  It  being  very  popular,  although  long 
out  of  print,  it  was  reprinted  at  the  request  of  many  officers  in  the  United  States  Navy. 

New  edition,  edited  by  F.  W. 
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OUR  FLAG  IS  THERE 
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THE  STAR-SPANGLED 


Francis  Scott  Key  (1779-1843) 
f Con  spirilo 


BANNER 

Samuel  Arnold  (1740-1802) 
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YANKEE  DOODLE 


Air  unknown.  Arr.  by  F.  C. 


Origin  of  Yankee  Doodle.—  The  tune,  which  originated  in  France  or  Holland,  was  first  sung  in  England  to  the  nursery 
rhyme  “Lucy  Locket  Lost  Her  Pocket.”  It  was  soon  adapted  to  verses  sung  by  the  Cavaliers  in  ridicule  of  Cromwell, who  was 
said  to  have  entered  Oxford  riding  a small  horse  and  wearing  a single  plume  fastened  to  a knot  called  in  derision  a “macaroni.” 
In  the  summer  of  1755,  the  British  army  lay  encamped  on  the  east  bank  of  the  Hudson  river  near  Albany,  awaiting  reinforce- 
ments of  militia  from  the  Eastern  Colonies  previous  to  marching  on  Ticonderoga.  During  the  month  of  June  these  raw  levies 
poured  into  camp,  company  after  company,  each  man  differently  armed  and  equipped  from  his  neighbors,  and  the  motley  whole 
presenting  a spectacle  that  greatly  amused  the  British  officers.  Dr.  Shamburg,  a joke-loving  surgeon,  gave  the  new  recruits 
this  song,  gravely  dedicating  it  to  them.  To  the  great  amusement  of  the  British,  the  joke  took.  Twenty-six  years  later  Corn- 
wallis marched  to  the  same  tune  into  the  lines  of  these  same  old  Continentals  to  surrender  his  sword  and  his  army. 


5 And  every  time  they  fired  it  off 

It  took  a, horn  of  powder ; 

It  made  a noise  like  father’s  gun, 
Only  a nation  louder. 

6 I went  as  near  to  it  myself, 

As  Jacob’s  underpinin’ ; 

And  father  went  as  near  again  — 

I thought  the  deuce  was  in  him. 


9  And  there  they’d  fife  away  like  fun, 
And  play  on  corn-stalk  fiddles ; 
And  some  had  ribbons  red  as  blood, 
All  bound  around  their  middles. 

10  The  troopers  too,  would  gallop  up, 
And  fire  right  in  our  faces ; 

It  scared  me  almost  half  to  death, 
To  see  them  run  such  races. 


7 ( It  scared  me  so,  I ran  the  streets. 

Nor  stopped  as  I remember, 

Till  I got  home,  and  safely  locked 
In  granny’s  little  chamber.) 

8 And  there  I see  a little  keg ; 

Its  heads  were  made  of  leather, 
They  knocked  upon’t  with  little  sticks. 
To  call  the  men  together. 


11  Uncle  Sam  came  there  to  change 

Some  pancakes  and  some  onions 
For  ’lasses  cakes  to  carry  home 
To  give  his  wife  and  young  ones 

12  But  I can’t  tell  you  half  I see, 

They  keep  up  such  a smother ; 
So  I took  my  hat  off,  made  a bow, 
Amd  scampered  home  to  mother. 
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William  Henry  Monk 
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1.  A - bide  with  me  ! fast  falls  the  e - ven-tide ; The  dark-ness  thick -ens, Lord, with  me  a - bide  ; 

2.  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life’s  lit -tie  day;  Earth’s  joys  grow  dim  ; its  glo-riespass  a - way: 

3.  I need  Thy  pres  - ence  ev  - ’ry  pass-ing  hour,  What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter’s  power? 

4.  I fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless;  Ills  have  no  weight, and  tears  no  bit  - ter  - ness  : 
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When  oth-er  help  - ers  fail, and  comforts  flee,  Help  of  the  help-less, oh,  a - bide  with  me. 

Change  and  de  - cay  in  all  a-roundl  see;  O Thou,  who  changest  not,  a - bide,  with  me. 
Who  like  Thy-self  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? Through  cloud  and  sunshine, oh,  a - bide  with  me. 
Where  is  death’s  sting?  where, grave, thy  vic-to  - ry  ? I triumph  still,  if  Thou  a -bide  with  me. 
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COME,  THOU  ALMIGHTY  KING 

Charles  Wesley  Felice  Giardini 
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CRADLE  HYMN 


Isaac  Watts  J.  J.  Rousseau 


CRADLE  HYMN 


117 


$ 


£ — jr-Lf 


r r 


When  from  heav  - en  He  de  - scend-ed,  And  he  - came  a child  like  thee. 

How  they  killed  the  Lord  of  glo  - ry, Makes  me  an  - gry  while  I sing. 

Then  to  dwell  for  - ev  - er  near  Him,  Tell  His  love  and  sing  His  praise. 
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FLEE  AS  A BIRD 


Mart  S.  B.  Dana,  1840  Spanish  Melody 
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HOW  FIRM  A FOUNDATION 

(PORTUGUESE  HYMN) 


Dr.  Kirkham,  1767  J.  Reading 
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1.  How 
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Is  laid  for  your  faith  . in  His  ex 


For  I . am  thy  God, 


The  riv  - ers  of  sor  - row  shall  not 

My  grace,  all  suf  - fi  - cient,  shall  be 
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Come,  cast  your 
That  hand  which 
Oh,  seek  your 
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bur  - den  on  . . the  Lord,  And  trust  His  con  - stant  care, 

bears  ere  - a - tion  up,  . . Shall  guard  His  chil  - dren  well, 

heav’n  - ly  Fa  - ther’s  throne,  And  peace  and  com  - fort  find. 
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JERUSALEM  THE  GOLDEN 


Bernard  op  Cluny,  c.  1145  Alexander  Ewing,  1853 


Translated  by  John  M.  Neale , 1863 
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1.  Je  - ru  - sa  - lem  the  gol 

2.  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zi 

3.  There  is  the  throne  of  Ds 

4.  0 sweet  and  bless  - ed  co 
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d - en,  With  milk  and  hon  - ey  blest, 

on,  All  ju  - bi  - lant-  with  song, 

i - vid,  And  there,  from  care  re  - leased, 

un  - try,  The  home  of  God’s  e - lect! 
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JERUSALEM  THE  GOLDEN 
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What  ra  - dian  - cy  of  glo 

The  pas  - tures  of  the  bless 

For  - ev  - er  and  for  - ev 

Who  art,  with  God  the  Fa 
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ry,  What  bliss  be  - yond 
ed  Are  decked  in  glo 
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Charles  Wesley 


JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL 


S.  B.  Marsh 
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While  the  near  - er  wa  - ters  roll,  While  the  tem  - pest  still  is 

Leave,  ah ! leave  me  not  a - lone,  Still  sup  - port  and  com  - fort 

Let  the  heal  - ing  streams  a - bound  ; Make  and  keep  me  pure  with 
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Hide  me,  0 my  Sav  - iour ! hide,  . 

All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 
Thou  of  life  the  Foun  - tain  art,  . . 


Till  the  storm  of  life  be  past;  . 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I bring ; 

Free  - ly  let  me  take  of  Thee ; . 
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Safe  in  - 

to 

the 

ha  - ven  guide; 

Oh  ! 

re  - ceive 

my 

soul 

at 

last ! . . . 

Cov  - er  my 
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fence -less  head 

With 
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of 
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Spring  Thou  up 
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Isaac  Watts,  1719 
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JESUS  SHALL  REIGN 

(DUKE  STREET) 
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John  Hatton,  , -1793 
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1.  Je  - sus  shall  reign  wher  - e’er  the 

2.  Peo  - pie  and  realms  of  ev  - ’ry 

3.  Bless  - ings  a - bound  where  - e’er  He 

4.  Let  ev  - ’ry  crea  - ture  rise,  and 
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sun  Does  his  suc-ces-  sive  jour  - ney’s  run, 

tongue  Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweet  - est  song, 

reigns ; The  pris-oner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains, 

bring  Pe  - cu  - liar  hon  - ors  to  our  King  ; 
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His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore  Till  moons  shall  wax  . . and  wane  no  more. 

And  in-fant  voi  - ces  shall  pro  - claim  Their  ear -ly  bless  - ings  on  His  name. 

The  wea  - ry  find  e - ter  - nal  rest,  And  all  the  sons  . . of  want  are  blest. 

An  - gels  de  - scend  with  songs  a - gain,  And  earth  re  - peat  . . the  loud  A - men.  A-men. 
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LEAD,  KINDLY  LIGHT 

John  Henry  Newman,  1833 


Eev.  J.  B.  Dykes 
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see  . . . The  dis  - tant  scene  ; one  step  e - nough  for  me. 

fears,  . . Pride  rul’d  my  will : re  - mem-ber  not  past  years, 

smile,  . . Which  I have  lov’d  long  since, and  lost  a - while. 
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A MIGHTY  FORTRESS  IS  OUR  GOD 


“ Eine  feste  Burg  ” 


d 


Martin  Luther.  1529 


1.  A might  - y - for  - tress  is  our  God,  A bul  - wark  nev  - er 

2.  Did  we  in  our  own  strength  con  - fide,  Our  striv  - ing  would  be 

3.  And  tho’  this  world  with  dev  - ils  filled,  Should  threat  - en  to  un 

4.  That  word  a - bove  all  earth  - ly  pow’rs — No  thanks  to  them — a 


-e- 


F=r=rt* 


r 


1. 1 I' 


: ! i 1 V I ! ' i 1 'H  123 

NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE 


(BETHANY) 

Sarah  F.  Adams  Lowell  Mason 
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OLD  HUNDRED 


Isaac  Watts 


L.  Bourgeois 

In  the  Genevan  Psalter,  1551 
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1.  From  all  that  dwell  he  - low  the  skies,  Let  the  Cre  - a - tor’s  praise  a - rise; 

2.  E - ter  - nal  are  Thy  mer  - cies,  Lord;  E - ter  - nal  truth  at  - tends  Thy  word ; 

Doxology : Thomas  Ken 

3.  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  bless  - ings  flow,  Praise  Him,  all  crea  - tures  here  be  - low ; 
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Let  the  Re  - deem  - er’s  name  be  sung, Through  ev  - ’ry  land,  by  ev  - ’ry  tongue. 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore,  Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

Praise  Him  a - bove,  ye  heav’n  - ly  host;  Praise  Fa  - ther,  Son,  and  Ho  - ly  Ghost. 
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ONE  SWEETLY  SOLEMN  THOUGHT 

R.  S-  Ambrose 

Arranged  by  N.  Clifford  Page 
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One  sweet  - ly  sol  - emn  thought  Comes  to  me  o’er  and  o’er;  I 
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Moderato 


PLEYEL’S  HYMN 


Ignaz  Pleyel 
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1.  Gra  - cious  Spir  - it, 

2.  Life  and  peace  to 

2.  Let  me  nev  - er 


Love  di  - vine,  Let  Thy  light  with  - in  me 

me  im  - part,  Seal  sal  - va  tion  on  my 

from  Thee  stray,  Keep  me  in  the  nar  - row 
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shine ; 
heart : 
way; 
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All  my  guilt  - y 
Breathe  Thy  - self  in  - 
Fill  my  soul  with 
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fears  re  - move,  Fill  me  with  Thy  heav’n-ly  love, 

to  my  breast,  Earn  - est  of  im  - mor-  tal  rest, 

joy  di  - vine ; Keep  me,  Lord,  for  ev  - er  Thine. 
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Translation  by  E.  W.  M. 
Andante  maestoso 


THE  PALMS 


J.  Faure 

Arranged  by  A.  La  Meda 
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1.  Palm  trees  andflow’rs  u-nite  up  - on  our  way,  Greet  - ings  they  bring  to  us  of 

2.  His  gen  - tie  voice  per-vades  the  liv  - ing  throng,  ’Tis  He  who  brings  life, joy  and 

3.  Re  - joice  a -loud,  Je  - ru  - sa-lem  the  ho  - ly ! Now  let  thy  notes,  joy-ous  in 
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joy  and  glad  - ness,  Lo  1 Je  - sus  comes,  all  hail  au  - spi  - cious  day ; . . 

lib  - er  - ty,  . . . ’Tis  He  who  gives  the  dark  - est  night  a song ; . 

praise  as  - cend  - ing,  God,  by  His  grace  of  Beth  le  - hem  the  low  - ly, 
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He  comes  to  ban  - ish  gloom  and  sad  - ness.  Peo  - pie  and  tongues  shall  chant  His  praise, 

Light, though  the  way  be  gloom  - y Lord,  from  Thee.  Peo  - pie  and  tongues  shall  chant  His  praise, 

Shall  hear  in  grate-ful  song  our  voic  - es  blend-ing.  Peo  - pie  and  tongues  shall  chant  His  praise. 


Tune 


ev  - ’ry  voice,  His  name  be  glad  - ly  sing -ing.  Peo -pie  and  tongues  shall 

Ho  - san  - na ! 


* -» 


ffJ*,  J 


Glo  - ry  to  God! 
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chant 

His  praise, 

Glo  - ry  to  Him  who  comes  bring-ing  sal 

- va 

tion. 

Glo  - 

ry  to  God! 

f-  f 

■ i* — u— - 

£- 

L L^.  L_ 

L— . 

L_.  L_ A K. 

j..v 

— & • — 

w *1  II 

er"  F 

V- 

* 

1*  I*  P-  . 

t?  " k 

^-xtl 

Copyright,  mcmvi,  by  Oliver  Ditson  Company 


ROCK  OF  AGES 
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Augustus  M.  Toplady 
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Thomas  Hastings 


mf  1.  Rock  of  A - ges,  cleft  for  me,  Let  me 
p 2.  Could  my  tears  for  - ev  - er  flow,  Could  my 
pp  3.  While  I draw  this  fleet-iug  breath,  When  my 
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hide  my -self  in  Thee;  Let  the  wa  - ter  and  the  blood, 
zeal  no  lan-guor  know, These  for  sin  could  not  a - tone; 
eyes  Shall  close  in  death,  When  I rise  to  worlds  un-known. 
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From  Thy  side,  a heal-ing  flood,  Be  of  sin  the  dou-ble  cure, Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

Thou  must  save, and  Thou  a-lone:  In  my  hand  no  price  I bring;  Sim-p!y  to  Thy  cross  I cling. 

And  be  - hold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, Rock  of  A - ges, cleft  for  me,  Let  me  hide  my -self  in  Thee.  A - men. 
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SOFTLY  NOW  THE  LIGHT  OF  DAY 


George  W.  Doane 


Carl  Maria  von  Weber 
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1.  Soft  - ly  now 

2.  Thou,  whose  all 

3.  Soon  for  me 

4.  Thou,  who  sin 
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the  light  of  day  Fades  up  - on  my  sight  a - way; 

per  - vad  - ing  eye  Naught  es  - capes,  with  - out,  with  - in, 

the  light  of  day  Shall  for  - ev  - er  pass  a - way; 

less,  yet  hast  known  All  of  man’s  in  - firm  - i - ty; 
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1  As  a little  child  relies 

On  a care  beyond  its  own, 
Knows  beneath  its  father’s  eyes 
It  is  never  left  alone. — 


2  So  let  me,  a child,  receive 

What  to-day  Thou  shalt  provide, 
Calmly  to  Thy  wisdom  leave 
What  to-morrow  may  be-tide. 


3  Quiet,  Lord,  my  froward  heart, 
Make  me  loving,  meek  and  mild, 
Upright,  simple,  free  from  art, 
Make  me  as  a little  child. 
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WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING 


Lowell  Mason 
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1.  Work, 

for 

the 

night 

is 

com 

- ing, 

Work 

through 

the 

morn  - 

ing 

hours; 

2.  Work, 

for 

the 

night 

is 

com 

- ing, 

Work 

through 

the 

sun  - 

ny 

noon; 

8.  Work, 

for 

the 

night 

is 

com 

- ing, 

Un 

- der 

the 

sun  - 

set 

skies; 

4.  Work, 

for 

the 

night 

is 

com 

- ing, 

Work 

while 

the 

fields 

are 

white; 
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Work 

while 

the 

dew 

is 

spark 

- ling, 

Work 

’mid 

spring 

- ing 

flow’rs; 

Fill 

bright 

- est 

hours 

with 

la 

bor, 

Rest 

comes 

sure 

and 

soon: 

While 

their 

bright 

tints 

are 

glow 

- ing, 

Work, 

for 

day  - 

light 

flies: 

Work 

for 

thy 

sands 

are 

run 

- ning, 

Work, 

while 

hopes 

are 

bright; 
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Work 

when 

the 

day 

grows 

bright 

Give 

ev  - 

>ry 

fly  - 

ing 

min 

Work 

till 

the 

last 

beam 

fad  - 

Gath 

- er 

thy  sheaves 

at 

morn 
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Work  in  the  glow  - ing  sun; 
Some  - thing  to  keep  in  store: 

Fad  - eth  to  shine  no.  more: 

Rest  not  thy  hand  at  noon; 
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Work,  for 

Work,  for 

Work  while 
La  - bor 


the  night 
the  night 
the  night 
and  strive 


till 


com  - ing,  When  man’s  work 

com  - ing,  When  man  works 

dark  - ’ning,  When  man’s  work 
eve  - ning;  Rest  when  day 
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is  done, 

no  more, 

is  o’er, 

light’s  gone. 
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